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ANNA BULLEN, 
'T RA G EDY. 


ACTED at His 


|. Royal Highneſs. 


THE 
UKE's Theatre 
Written by JO YN BANKS: 
Creſctt ſub Pondere Virtus. 


LONDON: 


| primed tor R. Bentley and M. Magnes, in Ruſſel-Street 
in Covent-Garden. M DC LXXXII. | 


(3 


To THE. 
ILLUSTRIOUS PRINCESS, 

ELIZABE 
| -*. "DUTCHESSof 


SOMERSET. 


Madam, 


Aving met with Succefs in a Poem of this 
Nature, I was incouragd to proceed, 
and lay the Scene again in a Country 

| = that, perhaps, hath not been, nor is now 

inferior for Heroick Perſonages to any part of the 

World; and if It 1s not fo cfteem'd, it has been 
through the dulneſs of our Hiſtorians, or thc In- 
oratitude or Deſigns of our Poets, who may think 
It an eaſier Courſe to write of the Improbable and 
Romantick Actions of Princes remote, both by dr- 
ſtanceof Time and Place, than to be confin'd at home, 

where ev'ry School-Boy has a right to be a Critrick, 
and ev'ry Gentlemanan Intereſt to ſtand-che Cham- 
pion of his Fanuly; againſt a raſh: aid inconlſiderate 

Anchor. I fay, ngt this to derogate from. thoſe 
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excctlent Perſons, who, I ought to believe, have 
written more to pleaſe their Audiences, than them- 
ſelves; but to perſwade- them, as Homer, and our 
Shakeſpear did, to Immortalize the Places where 
they were Born; and then, perhaps, I will fit down, 
and leaye it to much abler Pens. TT. 
When I was refolv'd co do my Country this Ju- 
ſtice, where cou'd. I pitch upon an Hero more con- 
fiderable, than out of Your Grace's Family ? What 
Chronicle cou'd I conſult, that would have in- 
torm'd me of a Greater ? The very Crown it elf, 


 abligd byſo many gallant Supporters, wou'd have 


rold me a Piercy-----Piercy whoſe INlluſtrious Name 
and Blood, having for a long Series of years ran 
through the Perſons of ſo many Earls of Northum- 
berland ; And if that ineſtimable Chain was almoſt 
broken, in the unfortunate Death of Your Father, 
it were never enough to be deplord, had not rhe 
Rich Treaſure and Cryſtal Stream of all your Pre- 
deceflors Blood and Vertues been ftord in You, which 


now You have ſubmitted to take a Noble Partner, 


85 Angels have dehghted to Converſe with Men) 
. may prove the ſecond and more laſting Fountain, 


frghi whence ſhall ſpring as many Princes more, and 
You reſtore what the Great Joce/in had hke to have: 


'. Jo&. There is.ſo much of Divinity and Wiſdom in 


Your Choice, that none but che Almighty -ever did 
the like; and that was, when to the Solitary Firſt of 


'Men he gaye;a. Wite,, and- with her, the World and 


Eden: tox-p Dower : England adores You tor it; the 
Proteſtant Religion bleſſes You; the Saints abave 


{ing 


-# 


_ The DEDICATION. 
fing loud Your Praife, and the Chicf of all, young F4- 
ward, 1ts greatEſtabliher, looks down withJoy, to ſee 
Ius happy Succeſſor lye in your Armes. This great 
Day of Fubile how doubly Fortunate has it made Me! 
ſince this exalted Piece, which I delign'd for an hum- 
ble Offering, may prove an Fpithalqmium! Long 
way You love, and live a thoufand Years, ere envi- 
ous Death ſhall part you; for every Day of ſuch 1 
 Juffrious Lovers 1s more worth than whole Years of 
ſordid Life beſide. But why do I ſuppoſe that You 
ſhould cver dye! Yourhave a thauſand Charms, and 
Youth impregnableagain(t Deaths Batteries chis many 
Ages yet; and who ever was fo happy as to fee your 
incomparable Mother, and how many Years of Beau- 
ty the has to come, will chink. that Yours ſhall never 
tade, bural ways bloom : You look as if you had no- 
thing Mortal in you; Your Guardian Angel ſcarce- 
ty is more a Deity than You, and the-bright Planer 
that fhin'd with ſuch amazing Influence at Your 
Birth, makes not a more glorious Figure in the Hea- 
vens, than You on Earth. 

When I made choice of fo excellent a Subject, I 
was not to ſeek for a Dedication :. I was commanded 
to it, even by the good Fate of the Play :. For before 
wiaat Patroneſs ſhou'd I kneel, but Her, the Character 
of whoſe great Anceſtor was the chiefeſt Stroak and 
Lineament that made it acceptable to the World? 
and 1t 1s as much Your Grace's due, as Firſt-Fruits are 
to Monarchs. For Anna Bullen, though 1 drew her: 
in all tne niceſt Ideas that cyer my-Pen or Fancy could: 
be capable of; yer, I confeſs, ſhe. comes ſhort of ik | 
2 


The DEDICATION. 
Excellency of Your real Perfe&tions; and though her 
Merits rais'd herto a Crown, and ſhe was Queen, her 
Fortunes were lefs Miraculous than Yours. For Hea- 
ven, without a Diadem, neverſhowr'd down fo many 
admirable Bleſſings of Virtue, Beauty, Birth, Wit, and 
Fortune, upon any One of Your Sex before. I dare 
no further attempt their Deſcription with my Igno- 
rance, leſt Ifpeak too Meanly or Irreverently of 'em, 
therefore Ile leave the nughty Subject ro fome more 
GloriousPen : For none but a Cowley, or the beſt of 
Laureats, ought towrite of you : My mean Stile has 
no other Ornament than Truth ; and with that, and 
inall Humility, I return Thanks for Your moſt Gra- 
cious Acceptance of fo poor a Trifle, which has 
ſcarce given a more happy Lite to the Play, than it has 
tothe Author, whois, Madam, 


| Tour Grace's moſt Humble, 
moſt Obedient, and 


moſt. Devoted Servant, 


__ _ J. Banks, 
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Z © A OL OGUE Spoken to Anna Bullen, . 
written by a Perfon of Quality. 


bb | 10 all Impartial Fudges in the Pit, 
| And eury beauteous Patroneſs of. Wit . 
I'm ſent. to plead the Poets Cauſe, and ſay, 
There's not one Slander in his modeſt. Play : 
He brings before your Eyes a modern Story, | 
Let meddles not with either Whig, or Tory. 
Was't not enough, vain Men of either fide, 
. © Two Roſes once the Nation did divide? | : 
But muſt it be in danger now agen, Ks 
Betwixt our Scarlet, aud Green-Ribbon Mex 2 
Who made this diff rence,. were not Englands Friends; 
Be not their Tools to ſerve their Plotting Ends. 
Damn the; State-Fop, who here his Zeal diſcourrs, 
And Ore the Stage, like our ill. Genius, hovers : | 
Give us a Pit of Drunkards, and of Lowers ;. 
Good Sanguine Men, who mind no State Afair, 
* But bid: a baſe World of it ſelf take Care. 
We hope there lives not ſo abhorr d a Thing, 
But loves his Country, and wou'd ſerve his King. 
But in' your Parties, ipby ſhould we engage, 
Or meddle with the Plots of-a mad Age ? 6 
We loſe enough by thoſe upon the Stage. 
Welcome Mask-Teazer, Peeviſh Gamſter, Huffer ; 
All Fools, but Politicians, we can ſuffer; 
A Gods name, let each keep to his Vacation ; 
Our Trade is to mend Tou, and not the Nation: 
Befides, our Author has this further End, 
*Tis not enough if but One : ide's his Friend; C 
He needs you All, his mgakne(y to defend : : 
And to oblige ”= ed ns pa 
No Country has Men braver than your own... 
His Hero's all to England are confin'd; 
To your own Fathers ( ſure) you will be kind. 
He brings no Forreigners to move your Pity, 
But. ſends them. to a Fury of the City. 
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T7YING Harry. Mr. Smith. 

K Cardinal. Ar. Gillow. 
Northumberland. Mr. Wiltthire. 
Pier Mr. Betterton. 


cy. 
Roihford Mt. Jol. Williams. 


Anna Bullen. Ms. Barry. 
Lady Diana Talbot. Mrs. Petty. 
Lady Eliz. Blunt. 

Toung Princeſs Elizabeth. 


Ladies, Gentlemen, Attendants, and Guards. 
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BETRAYD: 


OR, 


Anna Bullen. 


—— —_— CENCINTIS "BENT 
<— p 


ACT IL SCENE I. 
Enter Northumberland and Rochford. 
North, pwygHis is the Day ſhall Crown your Parents wiſhes, 


' "Andlong expetting hopes: The King intends 

— Topubliſh NlreighthisMarriage with Sor Sifter, 

| ._ And makeher knownby th' Title of his Queen: 

The Reaſon why it was fo long kept ſecret, 

- Was our great Cardinal's Delays, and Tricks 

Of Rome, which ZZarry has with Frowns diſcover : 

But ſince, in ſpite of Woolſey and the Conclave, 

By Reverend Cranmer has the Cauſe been try'd ; 

And Matherine 1s this day proclaim'd divorced, 

 Foch. Heav nbe my Witneſs, brave Northumberland ! 

F It joyes not me, but that it is his pleaſure, | 

Whoſe Happineſs we all are bound to pray for ; 

And may my Siſter's Crown fit lighter on _ 

Her Brow, than does the Honour upon mine: 

Something of boding whiſpers to my Soul, Ed 

And tells me, Oh! this Marriage will be fatal—— - 

Methinks I ſee a Sword ty'd to a Thread, | 
no 
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2 - ' FVERTVUL Betrayd: Or, 

Small as a Hair, hang o're our Pageant. Greatneſs : 

Believe me, Friend ; Thrones are feverefſt Touch-ſtones; 

And; like the Emblem of their Guard,” the Lyon, * 

All but of Royal-Blood they will deſtroy. 
North. My Lord, this is fevere to all that love you; 

Ana you refle& unkindly. on your Fertunes CJ 
Roch. Fortang! why did ſhe lay! her load oh her' 

A load, I fay, to quiet Minds———ſhe ſhould 

Have caſt it upon one that was ambitious : 

My Lord, it had been kindly done of Fortune, 

T' have ſeen my Siſter wedded to her Vows, 

Your Pezrcys Wife; and not at one time made her 

Both Cruel to the Queen, and Falfe to him. * 
North, You know, my Lord, we all are Witneſſes 

With what remorſe ſhe took the Regal Burthen, 

That fate upon her like a heavy -Armour 

On a Child's back ; ſhe ſtagger'd with the Weight. 

Roch, Oh! may it not be fatal to us, Heay'n ! 


For at the very time ſhe gave her Hand 

To thr eager King to faſten't with a Pledge, 

The Ring fell off, and could no more be found. 
North. Meer Chance, my Lord. 


: 


- Roth, And then immediately, ' © 
When the glad Ceremonies were pertorm'd, - 
The amorous King bending to Kifs her Hand, 
A ſhower of Pearls broke paſlage from' her Eyes, 

And all-bedew'd his Head with ominous Tears. 
North. The common ufe of every bafhful Bride: 
Roch, What will the do when fhe ſhall underſtand 

Our foul Defigns,. and Peircys Innocence ; 

His Letters to her that you intercepted, 

And couaterfeited others to deceive her, 

To make her once believe.thar he was marry'd? 

_ But what a mortal Grief will feize your Son, 

When he ſhall find his Miſtreſs was betray'd ; 

And forc'd to marry. one ſhe cannot love _ | 
North. To preveng that ; Soon as he's come to Court, | 

Juſt but to ſee the's maxry'd, and no:more, © © 

(Not giving him the time for fecond thoughts) | 

Flt make a Match between him and the Heireſs | 
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* . Of Shrewsbury. 
Roch. A very gallant Lady.  _ 
- As Virtuous, Beautiful,- and Richer far 
Than all our Generation of that. Sex. 
North. You wrong your ſelf to flatter me. Her Father 
Brings her this day on purpoſe from the Country : 
But the Queen thinks already they are marry'd. 
Roch. And are you ſure to gain your Sons conſent, 
To what he has been till fo obſtinate - 
North. Rage and Deſpair, when he ſhall find her falſe, 
Will make him raſhly change to any ſtate ; 
And, thinking to be miſerable, will plunge 
Into the dreadful Sea of Matrimony, 
And make himſelf, though much againſt his Will, 
The happieſt man that ever was on Earth. 


Enter Cardinal Woolſey mujing, 


Behold the proud imperious Cardinal, 
With fuch a furious Tempeſt on his Brow, 
As if the World's four Winds were pent within 
His bluſtering Carkaſs. He has heard the News, 
And comes to argue with his Friend the Devil, 
The Reaſon of his No-Intelligence 
Roch. The Popedom now, and all the Wealth in Rowe, 
Can ſcarcely recompence him for the fright 
[This News has put him in———Sce how he ftaggers, 
Giddy with th' height his Pride has rais'd him to. 
'Tis then moſt fatal to unhappy England 
When ſuchChurchBlazing-Stars appear init.[Ex.North. audRoch. 
Card, Marry'd in private, and declar'd his Queen ! 
Katherine divorcd, and Anna Bullex marry'd! 
Now, by our Holy Father's Triple-Crown 
It muſt not, cannot, nay, it ſhall not be. 
Where was your aid, that time, you ſlothful Saints, 
You whom falſe Zeal created in more numbers 
Than e're the Heathen made and worſhipp'd Gods ? 
A Lutheran Queen upon the Throne of Fn7land! 
She to lye in the Boſom of -our Prince ! 
A Buxom King, that for a wanton Smile 
Will pawn his Faith, and turn an Heretick / 
| B 2 
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Can yon behold your proud Saint Peter ſhake » 
The mighty Pillar of that ſpreading Church 
That holds the great Religion of the World 
To ſtagger, and beſtow no help, noaid 
From mighty Woolſey's Shoulders to ſupport it > 

- Ts this the great King-Cardinal, who late | 
From ſmalleſt Root began to ſhade the Land, * 
And ſtood the talleſt Cedar of the Chureh'> + tl 
Shame to thy Prieſt-hood,: and thy Scarlet Robe: 
Ev'n thou to whom the liberal See of Rome © - 
Has given all, next giving of her ſelf - 
Unworthy Servant of ſo kind a Miſtre6. _ -; 

"Card, What does the Faireſt meant 
_ Blunt, Ha! muſt T teachtthee?- - - | 


From the baſe ſcurriloys Rubbiſh of the World, 
Then edging it with ſharpeſt Villanies, ';! - _11- 


* And cut down all the Virtuous from-his fight;. 
: Who choſe thee for the Chatnpion of his- Vices; 
Whilſt thow-with labour let Pl 

And pour'd them:like'a Torrent .in hjs Boſom. . | 
This you did once confeſs to me, -and.more,./ .; __ - 
When-you declar'd how hot you were in love——- ./ 
Bullen 1s Queen, the Crown you promis'd me 


The News not ſtirs your Wonder!” Hell and F uries |. 
Card. What wou'd you.I ſhould do to.ſerve you 2 


Shall I then teach your Starlet Prieſthood, Blood 2 - 
E would have done as Alexander did, net 
The Sixth, and the moſt merciful ſo nam'd;. 
Are there nd. Conſecrated Weapons left >. _ 

. Or have youloſt the Power. tamake 'em fo >! - 


Blunt. Awake thou wretched dreatning Prieſt, 'ook up :: 


Art thou the Thing that fromthe Chaff of Mankind, '- 
Firſt found thy ſelf a: wayitoshriveby Witz im oh 
Mow'd thee a paſſage to thy PrincesiBreaſt;/ 1» 14 


ooſe all their Sluces, ; oh FP 
Now wreaths her Head-——Are theſe the hopes you pave me; 
When once you ſaud my.Son-ſhould.be a Kingi?. / -:;- + 


Blunt, Forgive.me, tender Woo{ſey, pious Cardinal !: 


"'ANNA BULLEN.: 6: 
Give me Saint Dagger or Saint Pozſon ſtraight, 
And I will do that Meritorious A&: 
. Diſpatch her ſtreight to Hell, from whence ſhe fetch'd 

Thoſe Looks that robb'd me of the King and Crown. 
Card. Have patience, Madam. - =” 
Blunt. Preach it to the Damn'd, | : 

To thoſe that feel the Rack or Inquiſition-—— 


Curſe on your Gown Apologies : but more bh 
Be curſt the time of Bu/{#s tatal Birth; e102. 


Wrinkles like Age anticipate her Youth; RT 


M rt 4 and Blaſts devour her gm wr Beauties, dl tho 
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Card. Aftcaſie way Ple chalk'to your Reveals. I 
A Road norfteep, nor dangerous, but nobel; #2" hh 157%; = 


So unſuſpeed, and fo faral too, 
That the mayer? and deluded Genius; 
"Shall tempt her in the ſame difſembled Path, 
Taking her by the other hand: with us, | 32% fo BP 
And lead her in the Pit prepar'd for her. ' C0 OL TOTES. 

Blunt. Goon my Woolſey, darthing 6 as the your: | 
And more melodious than a Quire ot Angels. 
| Card, Thisthen it is: The King you knows inconftant, 
As jealous and as teaſty'as old 'Ape,*” + a B. Dh 
” Socovetous of the pleaſure he polls. 1 90 | 
' That he who does but look upont mult dye, = 
With her, whoſe innocent Charms'did force him to't, 

Blunt. But how ſhall we be backt with a pretence ? 

Card. 'T1s caſie to give fire to that fond Breaſt 
That is already charg'd with jealous Sulphur : 
The Queen loves Pzercy, that may be a means; 
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And Spies may be laid, ave 7 where to-watch 
Their Private Meetings, and theix very looks, 
Andthen gequaint the, Hatebrain'd King with it 
So ſtreight their joyful Deſtinies are feat. 
Blunt.. Moſt admirable! 
Card, If we fail in this, - 
Some cry'd-up Beauty, nere yet ſeen at Court; 
Muſt be found out, to put her in his way, 
And take the Amorous King : 'Twill certain do; 
For then no greedy Falcon, when he ſees the Lure, 
' Will flye down ſwiſter, to be cateh'd and hooded, 
Than he into the Fetters of her Charms. 
Blunt, O come to my Embrace, . thou Gadlike Prieſt ! 
Balm to my wounded and my torturd Boſom. 
Card, Go ſtreight, and haſte about the Intelligence. 
Blunt. T will. Good Fortune hag been ſo-propitious, 
To make young Rochford, 4»»s Bullex's Brother, 
Enamour'd: of my Beauty; him.Tle, mould, - 
Sound ev'ry thought of his unguarded Soul, 
Linking hum cloſe in amorous IOtrignes, | 
*Till I have diſcover'd from him.our Deſi 
Of” Peircy's Love, and of his Siſters: 
Card. An Accident, the luckieſt that ana Noa! 
_ Behold the Queeniin her firlt State, and Greatn 
But yet ſhe bears it with no welcome meen : 
Peircy hangs heavy on her heart, and in her Eyes; 
It works, it manages as we would have it: h 
And in her heedleſs Innacence ſhe fails, + 


Shunning no Rocks, no = opt ids, nor no Danger, 


We wiſk. 


But-runs into her Ruine 

Blunt, Her Crown. is hideous tomy "I 
Its Jewels fatal as the Eyes of Baſilisks: | 

O Cardinal ! This Rival-Queen, nd 1.;; 
Should never meet but 1n theS of Death, 
That weigh all Mortals even and alike. 


ANA nOLLE, = 


Queen Anne _ ferred upon a Throne. Northumberland, 
Rochford, Lords, Ladies, Attentlants and Guards about her. 


Omnes. Long live King Zenry, and Queen Avec of, England. | 


North, Immortal live Great Queen of 
And Treland, and for ever rule the Heart 
Of Conporng Dons, as he Reigns'o're us 
And all his faithful SubjedHs—— 

I ſpeak it as the Wiſhes and the Voice 


Of your moſt Loyal Kingdoms ; to confirm it, 
Sound ſtraight your loudeſt Inſtruments of Joy, 
And ſhout as I do, all that love their Queen. | 
| Queen riſes from her Throne, [Shouts and Trumpets within. 
Queen. Theſe Sounds might lift another to the Heav'ns! 
But what is Mufick to the Ear that's deaf; ” 
Or Crowns and Scepters to a dying Wretch 2 
Deſ>air turns all alike that comes to me, 
- Blind to the Pomp that glads all Eyes but mine; . 
Deaf to its Charms, and dead to all its Glories. 
| [ Zrumpets and Shouts again: 
Ceaſe you more empty Flatterers than Winds; | 
Be ſilent as the Sorrows in my Breaſt : | 
If you will give me eaſe, forbear ſuch Flatteries: 
| For II receive 'em with as little joy, | 
As ev'nthoſe ſilly Wretches utter them, 
Having no other Reaſon but vile Cuſtom: 
My Noble Lords! 5 
T know you all are Loyal to the King, 
And for his ſake you are thus kind to me ; 
But for the Rabble, who can read that Sphinx 2. 
Their very Breath that now Proclaims, with joy, 
Sad Katherine to be no longer Queen, 
And my unwelcome Coronation, 
Would the fame moment, fthould my Stars permit, 
Shout louder at the Sentence of my Death. 
Card. Moſt glorious and beloved of England's Queens ! 
O lay not on our Nation ſuch a Curſe,. 
As a ſuſpicion of its Faith to you. 
E dare þe bold, and fay it, as a. Prieſt, 


Fi 
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"8,  VYERTVE, Betrayd &, 


'As Confeſſour to all my Country's Guile, 
 There's-none, how mean ſoever with my ſelf, - 
Sue loves. you more than life, or diling Riches, 
Withing to feel ſevereſt Penance here, 
And Hell hereafter, rather than behold 
You lefs'a. . Queen, or Teſs ador'd than now. © © 
Queev. They havem my ares none int good natur'd A Wooley, 
Who cannot ut be real, *cauſe he fays it 
Card, Oh that your Majeſty whull think ever, 
And that my proud endeavours, with ſucces, 
Firſt whiſper'd in the raya of the King 
The ſecret Wonders of your Mind'and Perſon, 
And made hirh'{69n diſcover all ' your Beauties, 
Thoſe rare Perfe&tivns, that above your Sex _ 


Have merited his Patfion and his Crown, 


Queen, O Reverend, pious, beſt © of Cardinals! 


Who too well knows 


By whoſe high hand I climb'd this malic'd Greatneſs, 
And wear this envy 's Crown. 
Card, May Heav'n and Stars | 


Pour their juſt hatred on——— 


"Queen. Ceaſe Execrations ; : 


_ For ſhould they'come to pa, as Heay'n forbid, 


What wou'd the miſerable Nation do 2 


Beſides *twere Fry to the King and me, 


That we ſhould loſe fo exquiſite a Head, 

And ſuch a Prelate ſhould be damn'd ſo ſoon 
Card. Ten thouſand SAints, more than my Royal Maſter, 

Are Witneſſes to 'th' truth of what I ſay. | 
Queen. As many Saints and Myriads of bright ang 

Can witneſs of the blackneſs of thy Soul, 

That canker'd firſt the Conſcience of thy Maſter, 

Miſleading him with hopes to Pee a fin, 

To act the worſt, ev'n a Relipious Guilt 
Card. The wiſe and juſt Omnipotence - 
Qzeen, No more: 

Hell's not fo full of Torments, as thy Soul 

Has Blaſphemies to be rewarded in it | 

Give me ſome eaſe, juſt Heav'n! if there be any 

. * My Lords ! if there's no more for you to act: 


To 


ANNA BULLEN. 
To perfe& or unmake this Ceremony, 
(Oh that it cou'd be done!) retire a 'while, 
And leave me with my Women for ſome Moments—— 
| What am I then a Priſoner to be guarded 2 | 
Has then a Throne coſt me ſo dear a Price, 
As forfeit of my Liberty -of Thinking 2 
Do Princes barter for their Crowns their Freedoms ? 
Good Heav'n!-not think! nor pray if I have need 
If I am Queen, why am I not obey'd? 
Card, We'll all perform your Majeſties Command. 
| [Ex, all but her Womens 
Queen. Am I got looſe, looſe from this worrying Scene 
Of diſmal State, that always loads a Monarch, 
And racks him with diſſembling.Torturers? 
O wretched ſtate of Princes! that want nothing 
But a Retreat from Buſineſs and from Crowds ; 
Yet wanting that, want every thing that's happy, 
A Soul at eaſe O. ſacred Solitude! 
How aiery and delightſul are thy Walks 2 
No ſtinging Serpent, nor worſe Inſe&t Man, 
Diſturb thy fragrant.and enamell'd Paths; 
No Winter-Blaſts, nor A«tamr Winds moleſt 
Thy facred Grotto's, all around'is Summer ; 
| Nothing broods there but an Eternal Spring, 
Mild as all May, and Beautiful as Eden: 
-. Thou charitable Good ! that from th" afflicted 
Unloads the heavy Burdens that opprels them, 
And plants Repoſe in every Breaſt in ſtead! 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. The Lady Diana Talbet begs admittance, 
To pay her Duty to your Majeſty. | | 
Queen. What ſay'ſt! Thow'iſt rousd a Dragon in my Breaſt, 
Which I had thought for ever to have huſht : 
That Name ſets every Pulſe again at work 
Within me———T7albot ! how art thou miſtaken 2 
- She's Piercys now ; And Percy all his hers. 
Lady, Shall ſhe be brought to your Preſence ? 
Queen. AYy—No—Yes- - 


C Ds 
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wo _ VERTUB Betrayd: Or, 
Do any thing, ſo 'twill be ſure to kill me: 
O Piercy Piercy! would thou ne're hadſt been 
Unfaithful, or at leaſt in being fo, | 

_Hadſt never taught me how to be reveng'd: 

- But oh the diſmal Pain is all my own, 
And like an Arrow from an o'rebent Bow, 
The haſty Dart turn'd back and hurt my ſelf, 
Wounding that Breaſt where I leaſt meant my aim. 
How ſoft and tender were our mutual. Vows, 

- Which fince another's Charms, like Lightning, blaſted; 
Whilſt Parents Threats. and Kings Authority, 
Rent me, like Thunder, from my fixt Reſolves : 
Th art marry'd now, and all thoſe amorous ſighs; 
And paſſionate tears, with thouſand. Extaſies, 
Which we both: learnt and taught to one another, 
Like innocent Children. in the School of love, 
Are now the Arts with which, falſe man! th haſt caught 
Anothers fond believing heart, they are. 


Enter Lady Diana Talbot. 


She comes, . triumphant in her Eyes the joy 
That once like Tides o're-flow'd my fruitful Breaſt. 
How proud ſhe bears her ſelf to ſee my pain ! 
Whilſt I look up to her, and ſigh in vain! | 
But I will hide it, and forgive me Heay*n; [Diana #xeels. 
For 'tis the firſt time that I ere diſſembled 
 ©®Rilſe dear Dzana, you have been a Stranger ; 
_ Could nothing but a Queen drag.you to Court ? 
I owe this Kindneſs to my Royalty, 
And not your Friendſhip : 
Dias. Pardon, miighty Princeſs!” | 
I had been bleſt for ever in. your Preſence;. 
Charming in all Eſtates as well as now, 
a I been:Miſtreſs of: my. Inclinations.. 
ut | dg 
Queen. 'Tis no matter, I'le allow your Reaſon, 
A Cauſe ſo indiſpenſible and juſt,  —- 
That 'twere a fault in-me to-blame ſuch Virtue. 
_ - Dian, Indeed a Parents Will ought ſtill to be 


Obey'd, 


ANNA BUELEN © nn. 
Obey d, next Duty to your Majeſty. | 
Queen. And ſomething yet more binding—Do not bluſh— 
Come Ile.unriddle all, and ſpare your Tongue ES 

The trouble, and your baſhful Cheeks the Fire, | 
Dian. What fire 2 what bluſhes do you tax me with? 
I feel not any but what Wonder raiſes, | - 
And bluſh becauſe I cannot comprehend. | 
Queen. You are unkind, why make it you a ſecret, 
And but to me, when all the World reports it. 
_ . Dian, Theres no ſecret; nothing I would hide 
From ſo ador'd a Friendſhip as my Queen's. 
Queen. Why d' you ſuſpe& me then? [ 4/ide] How loth ſhe is 
To tell it me! As loth as I to hear it : 
Sure ſhe ſuſpe&ts how fatal 'twill be to me ; 
And the proud man has triumph'd o're my weakneſs ! 
And told her all my paſſion with a ſcorn 
'Tis ſo; whilſt poor, regardleſs, innocent I - 
Was all the while their Cenſure and their Paſtime, 
The Fool, whoſe Story ated made 'em ſport, 
And gave new edge to all their ſated Joyes; 
Nay and perhaps drew Pity from their Pride? 
Pity ! good Gods! muſt I endure their Pity ? 


You wall not own it then > But 'tis no matter. [Zo Diana: 
.' When faw you Piercy 2 | | 
Dian, Piercy, Madam! [She ſtarts. 


Queen. Yes, 
Why did you ſtart! has he a Name fo horrid - 
But now you ſpoke as tho there were not ſuch 
A man !th' World, and wonder'd at my meaning ; 
But yet have all the Agonies to hear him nam'd: 
Him you would hide, but cannot hide your Bluſhes. 
Dian. Good Heay'n! by what ſtrange Miracle have you[ fide. 
| Reveal'd my fecret Paſſion to the Queen? 
TI never told my Grievance but to you, 
And that but ſilently in broken Sighs 
And ſtifled Tears | 
Queen, "Tis plain ſhe is diſturb'd ! : 
What-can this mean 2 Sure one of us is mad ! [Alide. 
Why all this Care to hide a Truth from me, | 


That is the common talk of all the World? 
C2 There's 


2 _ - VERTUE Betrayd: 
Oo etrayd * Or, 


There's ſomething in it more than yet T know, _ © 
Which I muſt fearch into'by other means.” - - 
Madam, I thought when I had condeſcended i 0 Diana? 
To open my Breaſt, and mingleFriendſhips with you, | 
You would not then deny fo ſmall a Secret ; 
And now when I am Queen and may command i [| CEWTT "IM 
Therefore begone. Leave me without Reply. 
Henceforth 'Vle'/know the Perfons better, out 
Of whom I mean'to'chuſe a Friend——— Farewell-——— 
. Piercy no doubt is not ſo fondly niee, 
But brags; and tells the World of his' 'proud Conqueſt. 
"1D#42. Forgive me firſt ; "then give me leave to tell you—— 
How 'twas difclosd to you, the Wonder ftuns-me; 
But Piercy knows not yet, 'nor ſhall from-me, 
This ſecret which I thought ſearceHeav'n found out. 
Queen. Racksand worle Toftures! Frenzies of 'the mind ! | 
Hence ; take her from my>ſight; Hhe will diſtr&t me. 
Diary. O hear mefirſt: "your" Fury's-not foldreadful, 
As is my pain to tell: yet Ple confeſs : | — Ofreets 
A fatal Truth it is, Pierty 1 love——— , 
Now pity me, and quench tiy*totturing Bluſhes: 
For Heav'n reveaFd ito you for 'no I. 
* hte). I am amazZd: (till worſe and:worſe, the ſtabs me, 
Aj they're Abuſes all——Ingrateful. Woman !'-* . | 
-  Wotfdſt have me think thy lawful Pafſion ſuch a wonder ! 
-  EitaCrime for thee to love thy Husband ? 
/ Dian. Ha! whats that youſay ? my Husband ſaid: you!' 
Meant you to motk'thinfortuinate Diana 
Queen. No. I will fay't again; thy perjur'd Husband ! 
Dian. Ah! Royal Madam! Percy is more bleſt ; 
We are not Matry'd, heis not my Husband. 
Queen, Ha! ' be [4 ae. 
Dian. That were to me'too great a Happineſs! 
Qzeen. Should this be true; what will become of me? [4 de | 
Diana riſe: Are you not Marry'd, faid you / 
Diaz. So far from that, his Perfon I've not ſeen 
In twelve long Months, this laſt long tedious year. 
* Queen. Art not his Wife! * 


Dias. By all your precious. _ 
And:mine, I'm not,. © 


I 


ANNA” BULLEN 
Queen. Is Piercy then notmarry'd! oO 
Support me Heaven ! and with a wonder fave me; [A/ide. 
Call all thy Virtue and thy Courage ftreight 
To help thee now, or thou art loſt for ever, ' 
Am I then cheated! and is Percy faithful ! 
If I can bear all this, I challenge -4z/as : '* 
To live under a Load fo vaſt asmine.' ©. 
But hold, there's yet a greater task behind, ' ' 
And that is to Diſſemble: wetl. ——— Dana !. 
Dian. Madam DIET rs As 
Queen. Thou wonder'ſt at my Curioſity, -- 
As tho I were concera'd at this'falſe Story. 
Fl tell thee why-: Tt has been long reported, 
That you and/Pezrcy were inprivate Marry. 
Dian. Sucha report came likewiſe tomy hearing ;- | 
But how'twas'rais'd; by whom, or why, Tknow not, © - 
Queen. Too well the dreadfaleauſe of-it I know, . [A/ide. 
This, when I heard, Trook-unkindlyfrom you : Fd. 
I was your Friend, -you oughtino more to'ſteal 
A Marriage from aFriend, than from a-Father. 
And when you aggravated, as I thought, - 
By your unkind dental, tt enrag'd me © - 

For which I hope, Diana, youll forgive me—— 
| Methinks I do urarely —— 
© Dian... Beſt of Queens! Cn Ee 
Thus on my Knees, 'I oughit-to beg that -pardon - 
I only did offend; - my Gracious Miſtreſs = 
- Queen, Riſe to my Arms——This Kiſs now Seals thee mine 

For ever. . | 
Diaua, Oh moſt admirable Goodneſs / 
Queen. This tenderneſs betrays me, melts my Soul [4{7e.. 
A fatal Engine that draws. all my Griefs. | 
Up to my Eyes and Lips, juſt ready to unload 
And pour 'em in at once into her Breaſt, 
Whom I, of all the World, ſhould hide'em from. 
Oh for ſome Wild, ſome Defart to complain in, 
Some vaſt and uninhabitable place; 
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* --Orelſe ſome Precipice that butts the Ocean, , 


The wide, and never to be fathom'd Ocean, : 
Thar 


* 
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That I might tell the ecchoing Rocksmy Woes, © . 
: And count my Sorrows to the Winds and Seas, :;- - 
More pitiful, and'more relentivg far, | 
Than falſe and cruel Mankind 1s to me. yy | 
Dian. You ſeem diſturb'd ! Ah/ what inhumane Grief 
Dares ſeize your Royal Breaſt 2 | --\- FEY 
Queen, Come, dear Diana; : :-r | 
Go to my Cloſet with me; there, perhaps, ' - 
Some reſt may quell this melancholly Monſter ; 
And there it may not be amiſs fometumes 
'Totalk of Percy, will it? 
Dian. Sacred Queen, _ 
”Iwill not; and oh! I with that the Diſcourſe 
Would ſooth your Soul with as much Joy as mine. 
Queen, Theſe are the firſt of Miſeries, the-reſt 
'Comerolling on apace, and, Xatherive, now 
Thou art Reveng'd——Juſt Heav'n, whoſe is the Sin? 
Puniſh not me, I ſought not to be Queen ; 
But Zevry's Guilt amidſt my Pomp is weightd, - 
And makes my Crown fit heavy on my Head, 
To baniſh from his Bed, the chaſteſt Bride, 
"That twenty years lay loving by his ſide! 
How canT give it, without Tears, a Name, 
When I refle& my Caſe may be the ſame 2 TD. 
And I, perhaps, as Slaves are by the Prieſt, SD 
' "Thus gay and fine for Sacrifice am dreſt. | 
*Ah1 Katherize, do notenvy me thy Throne, 


* For thou art far more happy that has none. [Execunt. 
The Fndof the Furſt Aft. 
ACT. 


ANNA BULLEN © 


ACT IL. SCENE I 
Enter Northimberland and Rochford, 


4 E News S_ you tell me of the King; 
North, Moſt wonderful,nor can I gueſs the meaning, 
He came juſt now from Hunting as his uſe, - 
Where at Sir Thomas Seymour's Houſe he was: 
Moſt fplendidly and kindly. entertain'd 
At a Repaſt. 
Roch. Took he there any thing 
Amuſs? 
North.. No: quite contrary, ſo good humour, . Wk 
TI never ſaw him in my life more pleaſant : 
But now, inſtead of going to the Queen, . 
With words that ſhew'd more diſcontent than rage, 
He order'd-all about him: to retire, 
And, which is ſtill more ſtrange, enquir'd for Woolſey; - 
Woolſey, whom all men thought quite out of favour ; 
Then” ſhut himſelf within his Bed- Chamber, . STR. 
And there remains; nor durſt the boldeſt venture 
To follow him, and as him what he ails 
May not the Queen your Siſter, think you, be 
The innocent: Occaſion? 
Roch. That's impoſlible! 
_ For but laſt Night he came to her Apartment,.. 
With all the hone and love that could inſpire 
A Bridegroom, ſcarcely of an Hour's making : 
With haſte he ran, and where he ſhould have fate 
He kneel'd down by her as his Deity ;- 
Printing, ſoft Kiſſes on her lovely Hand, 
" And figh'd as if he had been fill a Woeing, 
North. Right Harry fill : for by this Flood. ot Paſtion:: 
The nearer he's to Ebb and Change. . 
Roch. See! the King. 
North. You are Brother te his Wiſe, and may be bold,. 
But I'le not 'venture.*_ © LT [-Ex, Neres - 
ST Ter s 
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Enter K' ug ; Harry. 


& \.#'&43 
Xing. Who are you that Jurſ preſs on my Retirement ? 


1" « 


| Ha! Bullen ! Get thee frommy- ſight—Begone: 
Who waits there 2 Why am I thus troubled 3 


[ Ex.Roch. 


' Let none but Woolſey dare to be admitted. F[7o the Attendants 


Who can withſtand-ſo. vaſt a ſhock of Beauties, 
So many Wonders in fo bright a Form 2} 
When Heav'n deſigns to make a perfect Face, - 
A Beauty for a Monarch to enjoy,  - 
'Tis feign'd that the moſt, skilful Spirits are all 
Imploy'd, and juſt before their Eyes is placd = 
Th exacteſt, lovelieſt Angel for a Pattern; 
If it be true; this only muſt be ſhe, 
And muſt be Orioles. g there? kh : Cardinal "L 


41. 


” ef: Enter Moolkey.” 
Card, The humbleſt Vaſlal of his God-like Maſter: 


Xing. Come' hither, Sir——I ſent for thee, hens od ©: : 


And doſt notwonder ;, when but yeſterday : 

I took from thee the.Seal and. Chancellour's Place > 
But 'tis no matter: Do not care, I ſay: -- 

I love you {tl in ſpight of: all your Foes——— 
You have malicious Enenues at Court; 

Beſides the Queen, my Lord, is no good Friend 
Of yours. 

Card. Wretched:am I: that have incurr'd + 
My Kings Diſpleaſure, .and my Queens dire Hatred ! 
But m' Innocence when Tam dead, perhaps 
May to my Royal Maſter, tho too late 
Appear. 

King. Talk not of Death, good Cardinal, 

For I have Bufineſs with thee firſt——By Heay'n! 
He that dares mutter Woolſey is a Traitor, 
Auk dye for a worſe Traitor as he 1s : 

Tp oy thy own ſtill, the Biſhopricks of ork 

WWinchefter, and Cardinal, that 1 1s 
horn my Grant; and when I give thee leave, 


. 


Go 


ANNA -BULLEN. 
Go to thy Dioceſs, and live to ſpite 'em; 
Card. Immortal Wreathes, and Diadems of Saints, 
Crown you in Heav'n for this Royal Goodneſs. - 
I am grown old, too weak to guard me from. 
My Foes, but for your Majeſties Prote&ion. 
King, O Woolſey! be to me but half ſo kind 
AST ſhall be to thee. Seymour, my Father ! 
The lovely Seymour, whom thou toldſt me of, 
I did devour her Beauties from thy Lips, 
And fed my Ears with the delicious Feaſt ; 
But ſince I've ſeen this Wonder of her Sex! 
The Charming'ſt Creature c're adorn'd the World ; 
And find lier all as far above thy Praiſes, 
As Heav'n can be beyond Man's frail deſcription: 
Card, Have you then ſeen her, Sir 2 
King. O yes, my Wooley ! 
And having ſeen her, gueſs, I needs muſt be 
But wretched without her, or thy afliſtance. 
Card. This _ as I expected, [Afde. 
King. Help thy Prince! - 
Why art fa flow > Has Woolſey loſt his Colirage > 
That Wit that Emperours and Popes has ſway'd— 
So, let thy Brain begin to travel now; EO 
Bring forth thou more than King ; thou more than Man; 
'Thou haſt a Mine within that ſubtle Breaſt, 
The Stone which dull Philoſophy has toyl'd 
In vain for———Make me Maſter of thy Indies —— 
Lend me thy Wit to purchaſe Seymour tor me. 
Card. You have the Means already in your hands, 
Power is the greateſt Charmer of that Sex. 
King.. Command my Power, my Kingdoms to thy aid, 
Join to thy Foxes Tail my Liong Skin ; 
Take thou my Scepter, bind it to thy Croſs, 
And to thy Mitre add my humble Crown ; 
*Tis all my Woolſey's. Woolſey ſhall be King, 
| Fask but only Seymour in Exchange. | . 
Card. You bid too much: Send for her ſtreight to Court; 
Make her a Marchioneſs, or elſe a Dutcheſs ; 
There's hardly now a Woman but will fell 
A fooliſh Honour that none ſees, for that 


D Which 


LF - 18. _' VERTUR RBetrayd: Or, 
Which makes a Noiſe and ſplendour in the Woyld, 


Deaf to the ſounds of Vanity and Pomp!. 


_ And never faw the Sting; I. ſuckt in after. 
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Xing, How thou deceiv'it my eager ExpeQtations! 
This I have done without ſuch rare Advice: 
But oh ſhe -is inflexible to all! 


And more remorſekeſs than a Saint or Hermite. 
Her Chaſtity cold as the Frozen, Stream, . 
And then as hard, and never to be thaw'd, 
As Cryſtal Rocks, or Adamantine Quarries: 
That oh I fear, had I but what 1 cover, 
The Crown from Bullex's Head, to offer her, 
'Twould ſcarcely tempt hex to. thy Prince's Bed. .. 
Card, Then, Sir, I doybt 'tis baxdly.in my Power. 
To help you. in gt | 
King. Ha! falſe and ungrateful Mani __ <1. 
Is that then all the hope your Brain can, give me, - 
Card. It is impollible, if. the, be Virtuous,.: 
That e're ſhe ſhou'd bg bag-by; Force ot Cunning; |, | 
Therefore apply this Remedy a while,  - - x 


- Have but a little Patience 'till *tis Lawtfyl, 


King. Traitor ang. Poiſoner of, thy Maſter's Reſt,” 
Muſt I deſpair ? Is:that thy. precious Council > = 
Did I deſcend to ask Advice from Hell.2. 
Conſult thy: Wicked, Qradle. for this ? 
To tell me what is Lawful.> 
Card. Underſtand 44 _ : "EE ERPs 
King. Give me ſome hopes, or, by thy camn'd Ambition. 
le crumble thee to duſt ; puſ{ thee. to. nothing + 
And make thee leſs and: more dejefted far 
Than the baſe Fellow that begot; thee, Prieſt. 
Card. Hear 'me but———. - 
| King. Why didſt thou.infe&t my Breaſt, 
And with thy venomoys;Tongye deceive me, worſe 
Than the old Serpent that. in Paradiſe. 
Betray'd the firſt of Mankind with a. Bait ? 
So-thou, lurking and hid amidſt the Charms. 
Of Seymour's rare and unſuſpeted Beauties, 
Sungſt me her Praiſes, in-ſuch tempting Words,. . 
That I with raviſht Ears;fwallow'd-the ſound,. ; 


Card. 


ANNA BULLEN. - " 


Card. You will not give me leave t explain my ſelf, 
Nor yet to give you Remedy. 
King. Tell me; | | 
For Remedy Fle have from Heav'n or Hell, 
Or Iwill take thy Blood, thy Scorpions Blood, 
- And lay it to my Grief till I have eaſe. | 
Card. Your Fury will not let you underſtand me: 
When I advisd to ſtay till it was Lawful, 
At the ſame time I meant to let you know 
"Twas not a thing ſo hard to bring to paſs. 
King, Ha! faid again like Woolſey / tell me ſtreight, 
My Soul waits at the Portal of thy Breaſt, | 
To raviſh from thyLips the welcome News, 
Ere they have minted into Words thy Thoughts —— 
Quick, what can lawfully make Seymour mine? 
Card, Make her your Queen, 
King. Make her my Queen! 
Card, Yes, Sir. = | 
King. Sure T but dream; what doſt thou mean? or howz 
+ Card. Inveſt her Head with A»»a Bullen's Crown. 
King. Sure thou art mad, and would make me ſo,too 
What, whilſt ſhe lives? Se ns 10h 
Card. Ay, whilſt ſhe lives I ſaid: 
Is that ſo ſtrange a thing that ne're was done ? 
Dreorce her. 
King. Ha ! 
Card. What is't that makes you ſtart ? 
Divorce her, and take Seymour to your Bed. 
Xing. How ! take good heed what 'tis thou pull'{t upon 
Thy ſelf—— Divorce my lawful virtuous Wite 
Without a Caule ! 
Card, There 1s a Cauſe. 
King. What 1S't ? 
Card. Pretend Remorſe of Conſcience. 
King. Gods! 
Card. Ne're wonder : — 
Say you are troubled and diſturb'd within. 
- ing. Eternal Villain! Lucifer the Damn'd. [Aftde, 
Traitor, at what ? 


Card. At that which ſeiz'd your ws, When 
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When Xatherine you divorc'd for Anna Bulles. 
Confcience! Conſcience! "= | 

King. Horrid tormenting Fiend! [ 4ide;. 
Thou know'ſt ſhe was my Brother's Wife, and Bulle ; 
On no ſuch juſt pretence I can diſclaim. | 

Card. No matter ; on the like diſtruſt of Conſcience. 
| That made you do the one, you may the other. 
Give out that ſhe's not lawfully your Wife, 
The firſt alive, and that you never had 
A Diſpenſation from his Holineſs. 6 

King. His Holinefs! I'm. blaſted with the thoughts : 
Pernicious Traitor! How can this be done > | 

Card. Leave it to me; Conſent you, 'tis enough :: 
And Ple engage, on forfeit of my lite, 
To get a Licence from our Holy Father 
To difanul this Marriage, and to take _ 
Into your lawful Bed the Beauteous Seymonr. 

Xing. But then I ſtill remain unfreed from Xather;ye. 

Card. The Church ſhall grant a Diſpenſation too 
For thar. | 

Xing. What Horrour's this T hear! Can this be true > 
In all mywanton and luxurious Youth, 
Or in my blackeſt thoughts of Luſt and Rage, [Af/ide; 
I ne're yet found one Wiſh amongſt them all, | 
Of ſuch a deep Infernal hue. The Horrour 
Has kindled my whole Blood into a Flame, 
And made me bluſh a deeper Scarlet than 
This. Villain's Robe. Diſloyal wicked. Monſter ! 
But I will firive to hide my juſt Reſentments. 
Divorce my ſecond Wife without a Cauſe! [To hin. 
- Could .it be done, what would the Nation ſay. 

What would the AQtion look like but a Hell ; 
To warn ſucceeding Princes from the like, 
And blot me from the Scrole of Pzous Kings :. 
Could it be lawfal Wooſey, T would hearken. 

Card. Then lawful it ſhall be in ſpight of Scruples : . 
I ſee your Conſcience is an. Infant grown, 
A Child again, and wants to be inſtryutted—— 
Come, let me lead you by the hand, and point 
A way for you to walk. on even ground ; 


k 


ANNA BULLEN. 
So ſafe, the niceſt Conſcience ſhall commend. 
And chooke it. i 
King. Now thou doſt rejoice thy Prince: 
Card. What if ſhe be unfaithful to your Bed, 
And prov'd fo? DT 
King. Ha! there's Thunder in that word; 
The Bolt ran through, and ſhiver'd me to pieces, 
Diſloyal to my Bed ! Adultrous! Hah! 
Saidſt thou not ſo? Yet hold, if this be true, 
There hangs a Shower of Cordial in my reach: 
"To cure this horrid Fir. Woolſey, beware 
How thou doſt dally with my hopes and fears ;: 
Look to't, and ſee you wrong her not ;. for if 
- Thou doſt, by all the Plagues thy Soul deſerves; 
All Hell ſhall be too-little for thy Carkaſs : 
New Hells ſhall be created, and more hot 
Than what's prepar'd for  Traitors, Parracides;. 
For Raviſhers of Mothers, luſtful Nuns, 
For Lucifer himſelf endure; nay more 
Than Villain; Pope,. or Cardinal ever felt. 
Speak how thou know'ſt it. Quick. 
Card. Alas! my Lord; 
I never meant it enter'd in my own 
Particular Knowledge : but it is Reported. 
King, Reported, {aid'{t thou ! Is not that enough 2- 
Report ! why ſhe is damn'd, if ſhe's but thought. *' 
A Whore, much more reported to be ſo. 
?Tis not the att alone that wrongs thy King ; 
Each Smile, each Glance, and every wanton Look,. 
That's meant Yanother, if I leave unpuniſh'd, 
Shall brand me with the ignomintous Name. 
Of Wittal,. which is worſe make me but ſure: 
That the leaſt Breath has utter'd ſuch a ſound, . 
Or whiſper'd to the air that ſhe's Uſichaſte, . 
By all the horrid Fiends that puniſh Luſt, 
And by the black Concupiſcence of Hell; | 
 Ple tumble her from the Throne into a Dungeoht——- 
> Name me the Man that. is ſuſpected. 
Card, Piercy: 
. King. Piercy! 
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Card; Yes, Sir : He isthe Man ſhe dotes on; 
*Tis he lies deeper in her Breaſt than ever ; 
For him ſhe ſighs, and hoards up all her Wiſhes ; 
Gives him her Perfon warm, inſpir'd with Paſſion, 
Whilſt for your ſelf ſhe only treats you with 
The cold dead Body of departed Love. 
King. Is Piercy then at Court ? 
Card. He is this Day 
Arriv'd. | | | 
King. Hough ! Come without my leave fay'ſt thou 2 
Card. He 1s, no doubt to conſummate their Joyes, 
Their Signs and Tokens to compare, which they 
By Letters and Devices in their abſence 
Have hourly plotted to deceive you, Sur ; 
And put in practice when the time 1s ripe. 
Xing. Hell and tormenting Furies I believe thee. 
Card. Nay in your Bed and in her Dreams the thinks on't 
When Pleaſures made you dull, it whetted her 
King. Hold, I can hear no more. By all my Wrongs 
And cheated Hopes, thou bring'it to my Remembrance, 
How all Complaifances to me weredragg'd . .. 
And forc'd front her, like Mirth from one in Torture! 
Sometimes I found her Face all drown'd-in Tears, 
With Gales of Sighs juft blowing off thoſe Storms, 
In fear away : Sometimes again in Bluſhes, 
As if tHen all the wanton Heat of love 
Were darting through her Eyes to meet my Flame; 
* But when with eager haſte I catch'd her in 
Theſe Arms and preft her Lips, alack I found* 
Inſtead of Summer there no Ice ſo cold; 
Inſtead of breath that wou'd revive the dead, 
No Air fo chill, nor Winter Blaſt ſo keen. 
Card. Thus all her a&ions {till will be to you: 
The Roſes of her Bloom ſhe keeps for him, 
The Thorns for you Had you been Piercy then! 
. - King. Let me embrace the Saver of his Prince, 
The ; Preſerver of my Life and Honour ! 


3 


What ſhall I do for thee, my Friend 2 


Re-enter 


ANNA BULLEN:. 
f PET Rochford. 


Card. Here's Rochford ! 
Pray ſmooth your Brow, and hide your Diſcontent : 
And now y* are going to the Queen ſmile on her. 
Mean while ſhe'll ſtumble, like a haſty Child, 
And act more plain and open to your Juſtice; 
And when you find her tripping, on the ſudden 
Strike like the Hand of Heay'n, a fure Revenge, 
And never let her riſe again. | 
King, T will— | 
My Lord, you may come near: Where is the Queen ? [7o Roch. 
Roch. 1 left her in the Drawing-Room. 
King. Ah Woolſey | 
What Angel &'re ſo bright as Woman was, 
Had not the firſt ſcorn'd her Creator's Laws; 
For neareſt his own likenefs they were made, 
'Till they by falſeneſs did their Sex degrade. [Exeunt K.& Card. 
7 [Manet Rochford. 


Roch. What means this fuddenalteration ! 
Enter Piercy. 


Is not that Piercy? Oh! tootrue he comes ! 
Not like a joyful Bridgroom, as-was told thee, 
Poor cheated Siſter ! but like one, alas! 
That knows already, the baſe wrongs our Friends 
Have heap'd upon him ! where thall I avoid him? 
Ah! why muſt I of all the Plot be Curſt > 
To look upon a Face fo full of -horror ; 
That likea Hell, at once upbraids my Guilt, 
And laſhes me with the Remembrance ? 
Pier. Methinks I walk like one that's in a Dream, 

A horrid Dream, and fain would be awake! 
Theſe Rooms of State look not as they were wont, 
When Anna Bullen oft has run to meet me; 

- But ſeem like Fairy-Land, a Wilderneſs. 
My Friends, like Beaſts that never yet faw Man, 


Start at my fight ; and ſhun me worſe than Fire. 
| What. 
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- What mean you Heavens! what mean thoſe boding Viſions | 
. O that ſome Friend, ſomeFriend indeed would meet me ! 
{And wake me out of it——Behold ; *tis granted = 
Is not that Rochford there? my Deareſt Brother /——— 

Roch. My Lord, my Prercy! 
Pier, Come thou to my Armes— | 
Methinks th art not concern'd to ſee thy Friend :; 
When Iembrace thee, *tis a pain I find, 
Thy Friendſhip is as cold as Winter Blaſts, 
Or as chill Age is to a tender Virgin! 
What ails my Friend 2 fay quickly. 
 Rech. Nothing ails me, Wy 
Pier, Nothing! why look'ſt thou then ſo full of horrour? 
Thy down-caſt Eyes call to my fad remembrance, | 
How paſſing -by yon Gallery of Pictures, 
That happy Gallery that was once the Scene 
Of many a joyful meeting with thy Siſter ! 
Looking with wonder on thoſe famous Perſons} - 
Whom the rare Painter had with ſo much Art 
Deſcrib'd, to make Poſterity amends, | 
For their bright Forms now moulder'd in their Urns; 
With their Immortal Shapes of Beauty here; 
- Thereas we usd to walk, none ere ſo kind, 
With loving Arms and tender Wiſhes join'd, 
A glad remembrance in their Looks we ſpy'd, 
Of what their Bodies had on Earth enjoy'd; 
With ſtedfaſt Eyes they watch'd us all the while, 
And when we ſmil'd, they would be ſure to ſmile. 
Or if we chanc'd to weep and ſigh our woe, 
They feem'd to pity us, and do fo too : 
Such ſympathy they drew from all our Fears, 
Our very Griets, and every Look was theirs. 
Roch. The over-flowing of your Love-ſick Fancy. - 
Pier. But mark me now, my Rochford; mind the ſad 
Cataſtrophe. They lookt not now like Friends 
Of Comfort, þut like boding Sy#//s rather ; 
Their Smiles converted all to darting Frowns, + , 
Whilſt with their ſeeming Voice and Hands, methought 
They cid and beckon'd me to ſhun the place, 
As uf they did intend to fay aloud, 


" _ ANNA BULLEN. 
Ah Piercy! "tis not how as heretofore, 
Piercy begone, for thou ſhalt happy be no more. 

Roch, Ah, my Lord! 

Pier. Ha! what fay'ſt thou? 'tis enough, 
There hangs a dreadful Tale upon thy Brow, 
And there's ſome horrid meaning in that word 
Let thy dire Looks ſpeak all the reſt, I prithee ; 

Th' haſt pierc'd quite through me like an Ague-Fir, 

Stopt every circling paſſage of my Blood, 

and made me ſweat big drops as cold as Ice——— 

Say quick | How fares thy Siſter ? is ſhe well » 

My Love!. my Wife! Did I not call her Wife 2 

Speak, Is ſhe living? Is the dead ? If fo, 

And thou dar'ſt utter it ! plant thy dread Voice 

Juſt like a Cannon to thy Piercy Breaſt, 

And ſhiver me to pieces. | 

Roch. By theſe words | b- 

I find he knows not of my Siſter's Marriage! [ Afde. 
Still worſe and worſe !'——Alas! my Lord,ſhe lives! [To Pier. 

Pier. Lives! oh the joy! But is the ought than well > 
Tell it with ſpeed ! why didſt thou fay, alas? 

Roch. Well ſhe is too. 

Pier, Then bleſſed be that Voice; 

But why thou ſpeak'ſt it with ſuch cold reſerve, 

I cannot gueſs. Oh tell it out with joy! 

Tell it aloud with ſhouting to the Spheres, 

That they may eccho with glad Harmony : 

Thy Siſterlives: my Buller 1s in health, 

* - Roch. Sheisin health: but 

Pier. Ha! but what ? ſpeak out: 

Why doſt thou torture me with dire ſuſpence? 

If there be any thing can now be call'd Misfortune, 
When thy dear Siſter is in health, out with it; 

Let it be worſe than Thunder I can bear it. 

Roch. Alas! kind Percy force not me to tell you, 
Too ſoon you'l hear the News from one perhaps 
That can relate it, Rocky as he is, | 
Without a Sigh or Tear in pity of you. | 
_ Pier. You Heavnly.Pow'rs! What does my Rechford mean! 
Methinks the joyful Tidings in my Breaſt, 
| E 
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That ſhe's in health, does chide me or my Fears; 
But then again'a faral heavinels © 

Streight intercepts this dawn of Comfort there, 

And like a Cloud hides all thoſe new-born Beams 

Of Hope, and bids me dread I know not what. 

I am in Hell, in Torments, worſe, in Doubt 

Is there no Balſom thatican cure this Sting 

No Oedipus that can unfold:this Riddle > 

I prithee, gentle Rochford, do not rack me : 
Take off this heavy Weight that ſinks thy Brother, 
Come, flatter me, if thou'rt affraid to tell | 
The Truth, and ſay me all theſe OY words y; 
Were not in Earneſt. | CA 


Enter 'Northamberland. = 


q 


| Roch. See, your Father's here. gue 
© Pier, He will take pity, uhdirelcaſe mie ibs. gs 2 
1 "North. Harry, thou #rt tioſt welcome to ty Father ; 
Welcome to-all, and.welevme to the King, ' - 
Rejoice, my Son, and deek thy Face with Smiles: 
There's Love and Fortune coming towards thee, | ' - 
Pier, Pardon me, beſt of Fathers? ſpare my Anſwer: [Kireels 
Oh.tell me firſt what News 3 is rem my Love? . ' 
How does my Miſtrels fare > and-what's become 
Ot Beauteous Anna Buken 2 quickly, Sir. - 
North. Why, what's Doobie of her? She's very well:. 
What ſhould-become of her+> She's Marry'd, Son. 
Pier. Marry'd! ; 
North. Marry'd! ay Marry'd, that ſhe is ! 
A Queen ſhe's too, a joyful Queen, I tell thee. 
Pier. Marry'd! and to the King?! by all my hopes,. 
By all our chaſt, eternal Vows of Love-' | 
It cannot be, although my Father fays it ; 
You, whom Fle credit fooner'than an Angel. 
Marry'd! my Anna Buller falſe, and Marry'd ! 
Perſwade me that the Sun has loſt its Virtne, 


The Earth, the teeming Earth, torgot to beat, 
Thar Nature ſhall be Natuf&'now:no more 3, ;. 
_ - Fhatall the Elements ſhall vanith We 


ANNA BULLEN. 
Turn'to Confuſion, into Chaos ſhrink, 
And you, and1, and all the living World, 
Are what we were before we were begot ; 
All this muſt be, when 4»na Bu/lex's falſe. 

North. 1 tell thee, raſh and diſobedient Boy, 
Marry'd ſhe is without ſuch Miracles. 

Pier. Ah, deareſt Father, on my Knees TI beg you, 
Repeat that horrid, diſmal word no more; 

To be obedient, and at once to hear 

My Miſtreſs wrong'd, 1s not in Pzercy's power. 
Here, cruſh this Inſe&, pound me into Duſt, 
I'm at your Foot! oh lay it on my Neck, 

And puniſh me with death, ten thouſand deaths ; 
For whilſt I liveI muſt be guilty ſtill, 

And near can think that Amma Buller's falls: 

O Sir, be merciful and juſt at once, 

And ſay you did it but to try your Piercy. 

North, Riſe, and repent, and do not tempt my Anger, 
Which thou ſhould'it feel, but that I pity thee, 
And think thy Folly Puniſhment enough. 

Pier. See, Sir, her Brother's more concern'd than I 
To hear ſuch words. Come, tell*em, deareſt Rochford, 
Proclaim her Virtue loud as Cherubins, 

Tell *em, theſe Rocks, they may in time relent, 
And hear the fad Complaints of injur'd Honour : 
Is ſhe not Chaſt! Chalt as the Virgin light, 

And conſtant as the Turtle to its Mate, 

Her Perſon ſacred ſtill to all Mankind, 

And Beauties leſs corrupted, leſs defild, 

Than is the lovely Blew that fragrant hangs 

On Autumn Fruit, or Morning Dew on Roſes. 

North. Tell him, my Lord. 

Pier. Oh hear the Charming ſound 
Tell 'em, and undeceive 'em, Friend; tell 'em 
How thou wert by, when firſt we plighted Troths, 
And ſwore Eternal Faith, Eternal Love, 

By every Saint, and every:Star that-ſhone, 

Who then look'd down as joyful Witnefles, 

And darted forth in all their. bright: Array, 

To ſee our Loves that ſhin'd more bright than they, 
E 2 


28  VERTUE Betrayd: Or, 
Gent. My Lord, the King and Queen are paſſing by; 


- _ North. Look you, Romantick Sir, behold your Miſtreſs, 
Whoſe Bride ſhe 1s. Dy | , 


- [King and Queen, Lords and Ladies paſs over the Stage, 


. Northumberland follows the King. 
Pier. By the Immortal Powers that gave me life, 
And Eyes and Senſes to believe, *ris ſhe 
Tr is the King, and Anna Bulley Crown'd ! 
. Why Father, Rochford, Friends, is it not ſo ? 
And did ſhe not like haughty Fans walk 2 
Who, as ſhe held the Thunderer by the hand, 
Lookt down with ſcorn on the low World, from whence 
She came ; ſo did the caſt a loathing Eye | 
Upon the place where humble Pzercy ftands ——L 
Now you are mute, dumb as thoſe Conjurations --... 
You hir'd juſt now from Hell to be my Ruine; © 
Ha! is't not ſo Confeſs that it is ſo, SN 
AndIambleſt; own it, and make poor Percy happy. 
Roch, Alas! my Lord ; afflict your mind no more, 
'Tis torment to your Friend to ſee you thus, 
Pier. Friend, fay'it thou? I diſclaim that Name in all, 
In Father, Brother, Siſter, and Companion ; 
Nature. her ſelf abhors it, like the Plague, 
And baniſhes that Gueſt from all her Creatures 
Falſe Brother to the falſeſt Woman living ! 
Was it for this that I was ſent from Court 2 
Was it for this the ſubtleſt of her Sex 
Sent me a Letter with ten thouſand Charms, 
To let me know that I ſhould write, and ſhould 
Be written to no more till ny return? 
T' avoid ſuſpition, as ſhe ſaid ; but 'twas 
To flatter me that I ſhould not miſtruſt her. 
Roch. By Heav'n, and all that's true, ſhe's not to blame. 
Pier. Here, Rechford, tip, and tear her from my hearr, 
Faſt rooted as ſhe 1s: The Poiſon ſwells, | 
O lance it with thy Sword, and give me eaſe: | 
She's Hell } ſhe's worſe ! ſhe's Madneſs to the Brain ; 
I am poſleſt, and carry an Hoſt of Devils: 
For he that wears a perjur'd- Woman here, 
Has in his Breaſt ten thouſand Fiends to ſcourge him. 


Re-enter 


ANNA BULLEN 


29 
Re-enter Northumberland. 


North. Come, my beſt Son, the King Salutes thee, Piercy ; 
Come, fee the Bride he has prepar'd for thee, 
And think no more of 4nna Bulley now. 
Pier. Ha! bring me to her ſtreight! Is ſhe a Woman > 
A bright diſſembling and proteſting Woman z _ 
Smooth as the ſmiling pittileſs Ocean is by fits; 
{But+then her Heart as Rocky, deep, and fathomleſs: 
"Hasiſbe a Face as tempting as the fair 
*Deceitful Fruit of Sodow, but when taſted, 
Is rottenneſs and horrour to the Core > 
Is the ſo kind, that nothing can be kinder 2 
Nay were ſhe 4a Bullen all without, 
And Bullen all within, I'd marry her 
To be reveng'd! 
North, Thou doſt rejoice thy Father: 
She is as good and beautiful as Angels, 
And has ten thouſand Pounds a year ; which added 
To thy Eſtate, will make you far more happy 
Than Harry with his Crown, 'or Anna Buller. 
Pier. Come, bring me to her : when ſhall we be marry'd?2 
North. When my Son pleaſes: If thou wilt, to Morrow. 
Pier, To Morrow ! Now: To Morrow is too late: 
What muſt I waſte a Day, and loſe a Smile! 
The King with Bu/lez revels all this while. 
Haſte, thou ſlow Sun! when wilt thou bring theMorg > 
And when ! oh when ſhall the long Day be worn ! 
That theſe triumphant Arms may ſeize my Bride, 
And claſp her gently like a wanton'”Tide. 
In Floods of Extaſies T'le drown; and fay, 
Thus Harry and his Queen live all the day ; 
Thus he embraces her all ore, and o're; 
Whilſt for each Kiſs Ile reap a thouſand more - 
And for each Pleaſure they ſhall a& that Night 
le pattern then, and double with delight : 
But for that rareſt Bliſs we bluſh to own, 
Spite and Revenge much more my Joys ſhall Crown, FExemnz: 


The End of the Second Af. 


0  VERTUE Beirayd: Or, 


ACT 111. SCENE L 
Enter Cardinal and Blunt feverally. 


Card AIL to the Sacred Queen of Wit and Beauty ; 


Hail to the Empreſs of the World that ſhould be. 


Blunt, What News? What Song of Comfort brings my Woolſey? 


Methinks your Looks ſhine like the Sun of Joy, 
And Smiles, more glittering than'your Robe, appear: 
Come, for I long to be partaker of it- 
Say, isit Great? Shall Ba/len fink to Hell ? 
Shall this proud Exhalation vaniſh ſtreight - 
Or, ſhall the ſtill be Queen raffront my Wooley - 
Card. No: Id firſt pawn both Body and Soul to Hell, 
For but a Dram of Poyſon that would kill 
'The Heretick. 
Blunt. Oh famous Cardinal / 
Rome's Sacred Champion, and the Saints of Rome / 
What can reward thee but the Mytre here, 
And when th'art dead, a mighty Throne, as high 
As was great Lacifer's before his fall » e 
Card. Havel not liv'd more ſplendid than the King » 
More aw'd and famous than was #Zarry till - TO. 
Have I not ſcatter'd with a Liberal Hand, 
And ſow'd more Seed to Charity, than all 
The Kingdom elſe? Built ſuch vaſt Palaces, 
As neither /taly nor Rome can pattern ? 
Which E»g/and's Monarchs have beet proud to dwell in. 
Blunt. And but for thee, the Nation had been ſcorn'd. 
Card. Who fram'd ſuch ſumptuous Embaſſies, as I, 
With ſuch a Glorious Train of Servants deck'd, 
- As Germany and France both wonder'd at, 
And thought that all the Nation follow'd me; 
Whilſt Tudor here, as a leſs King than T, 
Was ſerv'd, but with the gleanings of my Pomp - 


Blunt.” T'was Woolſey, our Great Maſter's greater Servant, 


who, as he rode to meet the Emperour, 


ANNA BULLEN. 
Ere he approach'd, firſt chec'd his pamper'd Steed, - 
And ſtood at diſtance to receive that Monarch ; 
Whilit Maximilian, as became him beſt, 
Firſt did anhgas, and firſt embraced my Woolſey. 
' Card. And have not Irul'd ZZarry and the Nation 
Shall then this ſtrong Foundation of my Greatneſs 
Be undermin'd by ſuch a Wretch as Bu/len / 
By the weak practice of a ſpleenful Woman / 
A thing, that I have made ; a Poppet-Queen, 
Dreit up by me, to AC her Scene of Greatneſs, 
And all her Motions guided by this Hand ! 
Blunt. Shall ſhe then Mount the Fame to ruine Woolſey 
Card. No; by my Self, that moment ſhe attemptsit, 
She pulls a dreadful Tower upon her Head ; 
When I begin to totter, if I muſt, 
Like a huge Oak, that's leaning o'rea Wall, 
Fle take my Aim, and cruſh her with my fall —— 
Piercys arrivd, there's Aid for your Revenge. 
Blunt, *I heard ſo, and perceiv'd it by the Queen. 
Card. By that ſhe has diſcover'd the deceit, 
And finds him Innocent, now 'tis too late ; 
This makes her careleſs, to her own undoing; 
For when the Amorous King comes, loaded with. 
Big hopes, and thinks to take his fill of Joys, 
Streight, like the ſenſitive, nice Plant that ſhrinks, 
And ona ſudden gathers up its Leaves, 
When 'tis but touch'd, ſhe will contract her Charms, 
And ſhut 'em from himin her ſullen Boſom, | 
As cold as Winter to his warm Embraces : 
This, when the vext and paſſionate King perceives, - 
He'll hate, and caſt her from him ina Rage, 
Blunt.. See ! yonders Rochford coming towards us, 
Big with glad Looks, I hope, to be deliverd 
Ot ſomething that will forward our Deſign. 
Card, I will retire, and'leave him to your Care, 
To-mannage him with all the Art of Woman; 
And Hell, it Heaven wont, inſpire your Wit | 
And. Malice. ht Ex 
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Exter Rodliford” 


Roch. Brighteſt of thy dazling Sex, 
That wears the Charms of all the World about thee ; 


. How have been this long, long hour in pain, 


In Torments and in Darkneſs all the while / 
Sun of my Joy, to waſte the tedious Day, 
And Star to gaze the live-long-night away. 

Blunt.” O, youare grown a Courtier now indeed, 
My Lord; but'tis no wonder now, you are 
Exalted, and are Brother to the Queen + 
"Tis hard for one to gain a look from you, 

Without the purchaſe of———T will not tell you——— 

Roch. Ha! Brother tothe Queen / to Jupiter - 
And if my raviſh'd Senſe deceives me not, 

I will not change my State to ſhine in Heaven / 
To be the darling Brother of the Sun, 


*? Orone of Leda's Twins that deck the Sky : 


No, Caſtor I defie thee. 
Blunt. Hold, my Lord ; 
I will not chide you, though you havedeſerv'd it: 
For all thoſe Raptures are.but ſtarts in Love, 
And ſeldom hold out to the Races end ; 
. Orelſe like Straw that gives a ſudden blaze, 
And ſoon is out. | 
Roch, Olifay not ſo, my Goddefs! - 
The Negro, neareſt Neighbour to the Sun, 
That lives under the torrid burning Line, - 
Feels not the warmth that does poſſeſs my Breaſt. 
And, oh forgive the vaſt Compariſon, 
Hell's flame is not ſa-vehement or laſting, 


Blunt. Enougtyy Lord : I'le put you to your Trial : 
Cc ; 


Prepare, and ſee how well you can obey ; 

But that you. may not ſtrive without all hope, 
Like Slaves condemn'd for ever to the Gallies ; 

| Here is my Hand,.an Earneſt of my Promiſe, 
That-as I find you Faithful; Ile Reward you. 


Roch. Your Hand! where amT! tell me, God of Love! 
Blunt. But mark me: Hear, as-froma Prophet, this - 


Li 
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ANNA BULLEN., * 33 
Be ſure you merit well this firſt of Favours, | 
And keep the Oath you vow upon this Hand, 
Elſe T'le denounce a worſe than Hell ſhall follow 
Your Sacrilegious Crime. 
Roch. Lo, here I ſwearm—_—_ | 
But tell me, Heav'n! what ſignifies an Oath! 
When 'tis impoſſible I ſhould be falſe > 
I ſwear upon this Altar, breathing Incenſe} 
Eternal Love! Eternal Conſtancy: 
Divineſt, ſofteſt—— Sweeteſt ee 5 [Xifſes ber Hand, 
Blunt. Go my Lord. 
And now you haveit, brag to my undoing; 
For never any but your King can boaſt 
The like, 
Roch. And he, th! unworthieſt of Mankind, 
Who having ſucha Jewel in his Breaſt, 
The Crown not halt ſo Sacred, were it mine, 
Toſell it for a falſe andglittering Trifle : 
So ſilly Indians barter Gold and Pearls 
_ For Baubles. | | 
Blunt. What your Sifter, treach'rous Man ! 
You do not_ mean it; nor can I endure 
To hear her ſo degraded ; if *twere real: 
SI has Goodneſs, and has Beauties more than T, 
And merits.what ſhe does-poſſeſs, a Crown : 
And much the more, becauſe ſhe ſought not for it; 
Which is the cauſe, I fear, that ſhe's unhappy 
You viſit her, not only as a Brother, 
But as a Friend, and Partner of her Councils ; 
You love like Twins, like Lovers, or indeed 
As a fond Brother, and kind Siſter ſhould. 
How bears ſhe this unwelcome State? orrather, 
How does ſhe brook the Wrong that's done to Percy 
Roch. All her RefleQtions on it ſtreight will vaniſh; 
A King and Crown are Charms invincible; 
No Storms, nor Diſcontents can long abide, 
Where Love and Empire plead: but ſoon will flye, 
 Scatter'd like Miſts before the Sun of Power. 
Blunt. You ſpeak indifterently, my Lord, and like 


EF Miſtruſt 


Febres: ——_— 0, | 


| Miſtruſt of her you Love: I long, to hear. | 
The more what you would faia diſguiſe from: 8 "';) TSENER 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the Oath you took - 
Or is't ſo lately, that you think 'tis ſcarce 
| Reach'ddown to Hell, to claim you Perjur'd there > 
Or think you that I &re can hate the Siſter, + 
When with a bluſh I own, I love the Brother : 2 
Falſe and ungrateful Man! farewell. 
Roch, O ſtay ! 
Rip open my Boſom to my naked Heart, 
Ard read what-ere you think is written there. 
" Had 1 no Tongue to ſpeak, I'd ſuffer that, 
Rather than once deny you-any thing, 
 - Blunt. Heſoftens, turns,and changes,as I'd have him; [4 de. 
His Waxen Soul begins to melt apace: 
He is my Slave, my Chain'd and Gally Slave: 
Oh that I had but Farry ſo to torture! © 
But Ile Revenge my ſelf on this foft Fool, 
On Bu{en, and on all their Race at once 
T hat were the Curſed cauſe of my undoing. | 
You find my Paſſion and good Nature quickly, [ToRock. 
That makes you uſe me thus. 
Roch. Ten thouſand Pardong—— 
Blunt. No more; I can forgive, if you deſerve1 it ; 
T charge you, as a Sign of your Repentance, 
_ Govilit ſtreight the her and Percy too; 
You hear he's.come to Court; and what you learn 
From them, that ought concerns their former Loves, 
From time to time, acquaint me with the Story, . 
And you ſhall lock the ſecret in my Breaſt, 
As ſafe, as in your own. 
Roch. *T'were = ode 
But to ſuſpect it. 
Blant. I require this of you; oh 
Not that I doubt the Virtue of the Queen, 
But know, that, worſe than Hell, I hate the King, 
(To which juſt hatred 'tis you owe my Love) 
And wiſh your Siſter, and all Humane wage; 
Would hatehim too. 
Roch. Tle inſtantly obey you. 
Blunt. 


ANNA  BULLEN  :: 

Blunt. Come back, my Lord ; this readineſs has charmi'd me: 
And now I can't but/give you ſome kind hopes=— 

. You may haveleaveto viſit me hereafter, ] 
* Andtalk of Love, perhaps Tle take it kindly; 
Roch. Bleſt Harmony! Happieſt of Mankind, T, - 

Blunt, And you may write te me, and beſt by Proxy : 

For tho the King not viſits me, as he was wont, 
Yet he is Jealous- | 

Let all your Amorous Letters be diſguis'd, 
Under the borrow'd Name of Brother ſtill, 
Directed to me by the ſtile of Siſter. 

Roch. In all things Vle obey my lovely Goddeſs ! 

Blunt, Theſe Papers once ſhall be of Conſequence. [Af/ide. 
See, the Queen comes, her Soul indiſcontent, [To Roch. 
And longs to be disburthen'd. I will leave you 
A fit occaſion's ofter'd, now ſhe's on | 
The Rack, to eaſe her by a fond Confeſſion: [Ex.Blunt. 


Enter Queen aud Ladies. 


Queen. Where am I now 2—— My Brother ! Is it you? 
I hear that. Pzercy's come to Court. | 
Roch. He 1s. 
Queen. Where ſhall T hide my guilty Face from him? 
And ſhut me where he ne're may ſee me more? 
For now I ſtart at every humane Shape, 
And think I meet wrong'd Piercy in my way, 
Like one eſcap'd for Murther, in his Flight 
Shuns every Beaſt, and Trembles at the Wind, 
And thinks each Buſh a Man toapprehend him—— 


Enter Diana. 


I ſent thee to the Qucen, Diana, ſay, 

How fares ſhe in her hopeleſs, loſt Eſtate? 

What Anſwer bring'ſt thou, that is Death to hear ? 
Come talk of Miſery, and fill my Breaſt 

With Woe: Te lay my Ears to the fad ſound, 

And thence Extract it as the Bees do Hony, 


Grief is the Food that the afflicted live by 
F 2 Talk 


36 Fu LERTYU E Betray'd : Or, 
. Talk any thing;- there's nought ſo dreadful as 


-* Queen. So bold is Innocence, it conquers Death, 
_And after makes amends for all the wrongs 
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The thoughits of injur'd Pzercy, -in my Breaſt. 
Dian. The Princeſs Dowager 1s dead. 

Queen, What Princeſs?  _ 

Art thou atemporizing falſe one too z - 

And haſt ſo ſoonfforgot the was thy Queen 2 
Dian, Queen Katherine's. dead. | 
Queen. Alas! then 1s ſhe dead / 

Then ſhe has got the'ſtart of Anna Bullen——— 

Came you too late topay my Duty to her > _ 
Dian. No : for {lf enjoyed her Senſes to the laſt, 

And then not ſeem'd to dye, but fall aſteep. 


Suſtain'd. .in Life. : | 
Dian, When I began to tell her, 


k cameby your command, to make a tender: 


Of your moſt humble Duty, and Condole 

Her Majeſties Mifortune and Diſtemper ;. 

She check'd me at that word, and as you have ſeen 
Aclear Sky, with.a trayelling Cloud o'retook, 

And quickly gone, ſo ſhe pat ona Frown, 

Which did not laſt, andanſwer'd with a Smile: 

Why did you fay, your Majeſty to me, 

She ſaid, a NamelT loath 2 Go, tell your Queen, 
-Let her not fix on Greatneſs to be happy, 

But take a ſad Example here by me: 

E_ who was Daughter, Niece, and Siſter too, 

To three great Emperours, and Wife, alas! 

To the moſt potent Prince 1n Chriſtendom, 

Muſt Dye more wretched than the meaneſt Creature. 
Ins ſtrange Country, midſt my Enemies, 

Not one of all my great Relations here 

To-pity me, nor Friend to. bury me: 

And then ſhe wept, and turn'd her gentle Face 

The other way, and quickly. after Dy'd. - 

Queen. Go on ; Why doſt thou ceaſe this Melody ? 

Thy Voice exceeds the mourning Philomels ; 

The dying Swan takes not that pleaſure in 
Her note, as I in ſuch Celeſtial Muſick; 


ANNA BULLEN. 

Haſt thou no more of it ? 

Come play the Artiſt : 'Shew thou to my Fancy, 
Th' Infernal Paths that lead to Infinite Horror ; 
Op'nall the Charnel Houſes of the Dead, 

And fright away, if it be poſſible, 

The fad Remains of 1njur'd Percy here. 


Enter King, 
ny [Exeant Diana aud Rochford: 
King. Yonder ſhe is, in Tears amidſt her Glories! 
You laviſh Stars, what will content this Scorner > 
From a mean Spring [ took this ſhining Pebble, 
And plac'd her in my Heart, and in my Crown, 
Thetfaireſt and the beſt loy'd Jewel there : 
And fate her on my Throne to be ador'd: 
Yet ſhe contemns all this, and would do.more, 
The Heavens are all too narrow for her Soul! 
Gods, you mult flatter and deſcend to her, 
Or ſhe'll not-ſtir one jot to you She 1s 
So very proud. 
Queen. My Lord: 
King. Sit down again; 
I but diſturb you ; therefore Tle return; 
For ſure they muſt be tender thoughts, for which 
You pay ſuch laviſh Tribute from your Eyes. 
Queen. Sir, I was thinking of th' uncertain State. 
Of Greatneſs, and among(t its ſad Mistortunes, 
What would become of me, alas! it you 
(Which I've no reaſon to ſuſpect) 
Should change your Love ;. and that produc'd theſe Tears, 
Xing. Y are in the right, if that ſhould ever happen ; 
But what begets ſuch Doubts within your Breaſt ? 
You have done nothing to deſerve ſuch fears: 
You love me, and as long as that ihall laſt, 
— Miſtruſt not Harry. | ; 
Qucen. By my hopes Ido. | 
ing. Bleſt ſound. I will hear nothing but my Buller: | 
Woolſey and Devil tempt me now no more! F A/ede, 
Then ſhake theſe Clouds of ſorrow from thy Eyes, 
Anddart thy brighter Beams, like Apri/ Sun-ſhine, 


= 


Into: 
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Tnto'my Boſomn, and thus lock me ever —— 
Oh, now I nought remember butthy Charms, 
Andquite forget what-e're I was before. 
"One word of Bliſs, one word of Softneſs from thee, 
To baniſh hence Suſpitions, hike the Plague, 
And clear our Breaſts from jealoufies for ever —_. 
What, not a ſyllable do I deſerve ? 
_ "Theſe Kiſſes, faint Embraces, and thefe Odours, 
Are raviſh'd, not beſtow'd upon me——ha ! 
Queen. What means my Lord? 
King. What means the Traiterous Bulley ? 
By Heav'n ſhe wants the cunning Trick and Skill ; 
The eaſie quick Deluſion of her Sex, | 
To hide her falfeneſs——By all Hell ſhe's damn'd. 
Queen, O Gracious Sir, 
King. Too gracious not to kill thee- 
For whom, for whom are your kind Looks reſfery'd » 
Hide you your Minion; for his ſafeguard, do." 
/ For were he*mongſt his happy Stars, I'd reach him, 
Pa frightful as a Ghoſt, or a Diſeaſe: 
For when I think to hold her in theſe Arms, 
She ſtruggles like the Quarry in the Toil: 
And yields her ſelf unto my loath'd Embraces, 
With ſuch a forc'd and awker'd willingneſs, 
As men, when they are paſt all hopes of life, 
Reſign themſelves into | eagtorotes of Death. | 
Queen. What Fiend has put ſuch Thoughts into your Breaſt 
When did I wrong you? How haveT been falfe>» _ 
© Yet I will not complain againſt my Lord. 
Since 'tis'your Will Sir, have I not obey'd you > 
No Slave fo humbly faithſul to your Pleaſures, + 
And in your Bed, with bluſhing, paid thoſe Duties 
That modeſt Virgin, or chaſt Wife could do: -+ 
And if I was not wanton, pray forgive me. | 
#ing. Yes, yes, I have your outſide; but Hell knows 
And thy falſe felt, who 'tis enjoys thy Soul! ; 
You yield to me indeed, *tts true : but moſt 
Unwillingly you part with your dear Sweets, 
. Unleſs it be to-him that has your Hoard, 
| But guard your fatal Honey with a Sting | 


ANNA BULLEN. 
'Gaiuſt thoſe you hate Your Perſon you reſign, 
But as to Priſon ; my Arms are but the Grates 
Through which your Mind is longing till to be abroad : 
Nay in the very Moment of Enjoyment : 
And who would think but then I ſhould be happy - 
There's ſtill another's Pi&ture in your Heart, | 
On which you look, and fanſfie I am He, 
And all the while I'm ſporting for another. 
Queen, Can Heav'n hear this ! O cruel, faithleſs Lord. 
King. No: to thy Syren's Voice Tle ſtop my Ears; 
A thouſand times, like them, th'haſt cheated me, - 
Laid my juft Paſſion to a gentle Calm, 
VVhilft Storms behind were ready to devour me. 
On thy falſe dangerous Charms Fle wrack no more, 
But ſeek for ſhelter on ſome kinder Shore; 
A grateful Beauty here ſhall reign alone, 
And chace thee from my Heart, and from thy Throne. 
Ha! who comes there» My gentle Woolſey come, 
' And with thy Counſel treight defend my Breaſt. 
[The King meets Woolſey, and goes out leaning on. hims. 
Queen, Did not my Lord flye from me ina rage, 
Arm'd with a Frown, and darted it quite through me 
And Woolſey 1n his Favourites place again ? 
Nay, then the Wonder is expir'd; that proud, 
That great bad man, and Lucifer, ne're meant 
Me nor my Virtue well——The King's Inconſtancy 
Begins to ſhew its Fanus Face again : 
And all the Doubts of an Unhappy Wretch, 
My Fears by Day, and horrid Dreams by Night,, 
Are come to pals. 


Enter Piercy, 


Pier. What ſhall IT fear to ſee her ! 
And tell her Face to Face the Perjuries 
And Falſeneſs that {h' has heap'd upon her Soul, 
And ruin'd mine > —— Lo, where the Falſe one 1s! 
In counterfteited Griet2 By Heav'n in Tears !: | 
As if her ſins already did upbraid her !: 
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Betray'd.: Or, 

Juſt Pow'rs ! .can you behold a Form ſo fair, 

And ſuffer Falſeneſs to inhabit there > | 

The Morning Sun riſen trom its Watry Bed, 

Leſs precious drops does on Arabza ſhed : 

And ſacred Viols of rich Apri-Showers ; 

When he alternate Rain and Sun-ſhine pours ; 

Nor is he half ſo Beautiful and Gay, 

As ſhe a wiping of thoſe Tears away. 
Queen. Ha, Piercy | Tm betray'd. Adviſe me Heay'n ! 

What fhall T do !— Begone, this place is Hell ; 

Vipers and Adders lurking under Smiles, 

And flatt ring Cloths of State : Oh! do not tread here ; 

Under this Mask of Gallantry and Beauty, 

Is a rude Wild ; nay, worſe, adangerous Ocean, 

Into whoſe Jaws, Love, like a Calenture, 

Will tempt us, where we both muſt Sink and Periſh. 
Pier. What, can ſo mean a Creature fright a Queen ! 

Behold a wretched Thing of your undoing. | 
Queen. See where he ſtahds, the Mark of pity, Heav'n! 

Shut, ſhut thy Eyes, and fly with ſpeed away ; 

Or view the Rocks and Quick-ſands, if thou ſtay, 

Leſt this rough ZZe//iſpont I venture'on, 

And like Leander tempt my Fate, and drown.—— [Ex. Queen. 
Pier. Ha! ſhe's ſurpriz'd! ſhunsme! and flies from.me ! 

And more aftrighted is at Pzercy's wrongs, : 

Than Guilty Ghoſts, that having ſcap'd to Earth, 

Hear the Cock Crow to ſummon 'em away, 

And ſtart and tremble at rhe ſight of Day. 

But yet ſhe look'd not likea Foe upon me ; 

And as ſhe parted, told me with her Eyes, 

That there was ſomething in thoſe ſpeaking Tears, 

Which might Excuſe her, and Condemn her Percy. 


Enter Northumberland. 


North. Son, Tam come to tell you joyful News, 
The King has Charm'd the fair Dzaxa tor thee, 
And isrefolv'd to Marry her to morrow, 
And Celebrate the Nuptials with a Pomp. 
Pizr. The King! the King is Marry'd, Sir. 


ANNA BULLEN. 
North. He 1s. | 
But thou art not : H' intends to give her to thee 
Himſelf: Why doſt thou ſtart  *T'was but this day 
You Swore and Vow'd, with all the Signs of Joy, 
And Duty to your Father, you'd obey me. 
_ Pier. Alas! I did: But cannot Heav'n, nor you 
Forgive a raſh, unhappy Man his Vow? 
North. No: by the Blood that Honours Piercy's Veins, 
I ſwear, I will not: : 
. For Marry'd thou ſhalt be, and that to her, 
Or live a Vagabond, baniſh'd from Wealth, 
Frotn Friends, and Pity ; whilſt I will advance 
Thy Younger Brother to thy loſt Eſtate, 
And ſee thee ſtarve; nay, more, and loaded with 
The Curſes of thy Father 
Pier. Hold, Sir! | 
Fle ftrive t' obey you; not becauſel fear 
What Miſery, or Death can do to me; 
Nor to avoid the hungry Lyon's Den, 
Or Dragons Teeth, juſt ready to devour me ; 
For know, I plunge into a State more dreadful: 
But that T may not be th' unhappy Cauſe 
Of dragging wrongful Curſes from a Father, 
Which rather turn upon his Head that aims, 
Than hurt the Boſom of the Innocent. 


Enter Diana. 


North. See ! ſhe is coming, brighter than a Goddeſs 


Yle leave you, and commit you to her Cure. [Ex. North. 
Dian. Yonder's the dear-lov'd Man, whomall muft love, 
That loves another too. What ſhall I fay ? [A/de. 


Spite of my Stars, I dote upon a Perſon, 
Who has no Heart, no Eyes that are hisown ; 
Nor yet one look that ever can be mine. 


Pier. Madam / d' you hear the news? My Father tells me, 


Ware tobe Marryd. 
Dian. So the King will haveit. 
Pier. The King! What would the Tyrant bea God ? 
G 


: _—_ 
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To take upon him to —_ of Heart = 5, 

And joyn unequal Souls withone anothert . . 

O Beautiful Dzanat Y'are al Goodnels, 1, Eo... 

A ſtore of Virtaes in as bright a Perfon, LE Faq 
As Heav'n ere treaſur'd in a Form Divine : | 7 


If ſo, what can your Eyes beholdirr me? - 
- What ſee in ſuch a wretched thing as I, 
To Marry me> Sn 

Dian. How Charmingi1s his Perſon / 
And much more Charming is his Grief / And oh =. 
How can ſhee're receive a Wound moredeadly, [4/ids. 
Than I, tormented with the double Dart | 
. Of Love and Pity—Some kind Deity | 

Aſſiſt me now, left I ſhould ſhew I love him, 
And teach my Tongue how to bely my Heart. 

Pier, You ſeem to ſtudy for ſo plainan Anſwer. 
Come tell me ſtreight my faults, and what you think ; 
For here I ſtand, the Mark of Truth to:aim at. 
What's there, in this miſerable Shape, 
To look on without Scorn-2 ' 


Dian. Now kind; Heav'n; : | YT 
Lend me the Cunning now of- all my Sex ! [Afide.. 
Elke you juſt as well as. you like me ; [Zo Piercy. 


Our Perſons might,. for all youſaid'of mine, 

" Be mended both, and both receive Additions :- 
; - Andfor your Nature, TI te be plain, and tell you, 
Ecould have wiſh'd'a Man of better humour ; 
But 'tis no-matter,. ſince ware both ſo bad, 


_ - Weare the fitter: then for one another. 


Juſt Gods !' what miſerable Things we are! [A/ivle... 
Oh !' when ſhall we attain that bleſt abode, 
Where we may. never fear to ſpeak aloud, 
What's Juſt, and is no Sin?- 
> Pier. What, doyou hate me 2- 
 Themny/are happier one Degree than T; 
For ſhould you-love me, youaretruly wretched, 
Dian. Indeed helittle thinks I am that Wretch. [Afrde. 
Tellme wherefore 2- = To Piercy. 
Pier: Becauſethe Cruel God: 
Has.rob'd'me of my whole Eſtate of Love; BT 


ANNA BULLEN. 

And left me naked, deſolate, and poor ; 
Not worth one Sigh, nor With, if that could pay 
The Debt I owe: Nay, ſhould you come a begging, 
Cold, and half ſtarv'd, for Succour to my door, 
You would not find, in all this rifled Cottage, 
One Spark, one Charitable Spark, to warm you. 

Dian, Hear, Heav'n! hear, Cruel One! who-ere thou art 


He loves, tho am flighted, ſcorn'd, nay hated, [ Aide. 


Wou'd thou hadſt my Kind Eyes, my Breaſt, my Soul, 
Would all my Vital Blood were Balm to Cure him. 
Yet will our Cruel Parents have us Marry'd: [To Piercy. 
Then, ſince we muſt, how know we but our Bodies, 
And yet more Careleſs and Deſpairing Souls, 

In time may grow to ſuch Indifference, 

As quite forgetting of what Sex we are, 

We may like faithtul and condoling Friends, 

If not like Lovers, live together. . 

Pier. Ay; 

And when y'areiſad, Tle Kiſs you like a Brother ; 
And if you figh, or chance to ſhed a Tear, 

I will weep too, and ask you why you grieve; 
And you thall-do the like to me, and ſtreight 
Embrace me like a Siſter, {till remembring 

The Subject of our juſt Complaints ſhall be, 

You that y'are Marry'd 

Dian, You for Marrying me. 

Per. 'O rarely thought ! *twill be-the only Means 
To make us happy both-againſt our Wills ; | | 
We'll moan, we'll figh, we'll-weep; well all but love—— 
Inſtead of loving, -pity one another. 

Dian, And whoean tell but Pity may at laſt, 

By gentle, ſoft Degrees, grow upto Love. 
Pier. Come, let's away then, ſince they!ll have it ſo ; 
Meet theſe glad Rites to all Mankind but us, 
Where the malicious Charm ſhall join our Curſes, 
And not our Perſons, but our Woes together : 
Then turn us looſe, like two'Condemn'd, lone Wretches ; 
Baniſht from Earth, no Creature but our ſelves, 
| In an old Bark on wide and: Defart Seas, 
In Storms by Night and Day, unſeen by all, 
x G 2 


Unpity'd, 
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Unpity'd toſt, not one dear Morſel with us 
To eaſe our Hunger, nor one drop of Drink 
To quench our raging Thirſt, and which is worlſe, 
Without one jot of Rigging, Sail, or Steer to guide us; 
Dian; Forgive me, Heavin! Forgive me all my Sex, [A4/ide. 
That ever lov'd, or ere was ſcorn'd like me ! 7 Þ 
Tho *tis my Fate for ever to be hated, 
Tho we are doom'd to dwell, like wandring Wretches, 
In worſe than what his worſt of Sorrow paints ; 
Yet I muſt love him, and reſolve to Marry him ; 
And now I challenge all the wondring World, 
And more admiring Angels, if they can, 
To find who moſt is to be pity'd, He 
Or I—Quick, let us launch then with a Courage, [7o Piercy. 
Since *tis our King and Cruel Parents Wills. 
Pier. And give a rare Example to the Marry'd, 
Of Conſtancy :. For that which ſevers them, 
Poſſeſſion of their pall'd and loath'd Enjoyments, / 
Our faithful Woes ſhall join our Lives the faſter. 
Dian. And having each of us ſo mean a Stock 
Of love, I in your Breaſt, and you in mines 
We need not fear that Thieves ſhould come to rob us; 
Pier, Nor Jealouſie to part us. 
Dian, Well then, Pzercy - 
When our expected Sentence is perform'd, 
Where ſhall we take our welcome Baniſhment > Ls 
Pier. To the World's End ! Far from all fruitful Grounds, 
From Corn, and V Vine, or any wanton Spring ; 
Fa ſome dead. Soil, ſo. barren and. fo curſt, 
Where neither loathſom Weeds, nor Thiſtles grow. 
Dian, Or ſome deep-Cave, where Winds are all ſo ſtill, 
And Beaſts ſo far remote, that we fhall hear 
No Howls, nor Groans, but what we make our ſelves. 
Pierc.. No: on ſome dreadful Rock we'll chuſe to lye, 
Whoſe diſmal Top ſeems faſten'd to the Skye ;. 
Thence we can look on all the World below, 
So full of Vanity, ſo full of Woe! | « 
And ſometimes on the Wrack-devouring Seas,. 
The Emblem of our preſent Miſeries : 


ANNA. BULLEN. 
Sigh for the Creatures, think the Storms we ſee 
Our Cruel Parents, and the Wretches We. 
Dian. Or waſte our Days in wandring to and fro, 
And make our Lives one Harmony of Woe. 
Pier. "Till Heav'n ſhall. rain down pity on us 
Dia. No. | | | | 
We'll not be pity'd. Pity's half a Cure ; 
That will bring Comfort, which we'll ne're endure. - 
Pier. O my Yirago Partner. 
Dtan. Nay, I dare you. _ | 
Pier, Then here we'll take an Oath, and with this Kiſs 
Let's ſtrike a League with Woe,. adieu to Bliſs ! 
And now I challenge the All-ſeeing Sun, 
From his proud ProſpeQt, his high Seat at Noon; 
:Mongft all the Wonders of the World, to ſpy 
A Couple half fo kind as thee and I; 
Or all the Matches that ere Love decreed, 
If ever Man and Wife ſo well agree'd. 
Love oft-times flies from Miſery and Pain ;- 
But we reſolve the cloſer to remain. 
What though-we Wed.in Hatred, we may mend ;. 
We but begin- where others ſurely end; 
And each of you that Marry firſt for love, i: 
VVe are but ſooner, what at laſt you'll prove. [£x. Amb: 


The. End of the Third A 
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- ACT IV. SCENE 1 
- Enter Blunt with Letters: Rocltford. 


Blunt. A MY Lord, you a&t the ounning Lover well, 
Paint a rare Paſſion'under all Diſpuiſes ; 
Yet oh! I wiſh this Art had not been learnt, 
But Nature im you, -and'trne Love the Teacher; 
"Yet I will prize and*hoard your Letters fafe, 
As I would fragrant Flowers within my 'Bofom. 
Roch. O my prodigious -and exalted Soul, 
And my more precions Stars ! T bleſs 'you -all. 
Is there a Man *mong(ſt-all Four Favourites, 
_ So rich ſo happy, and 'folovd as T!. 
Methinks, for my dear ma:Bullen's {ake, 


If poſtible, I love yon better now, 


Since I dare call you by the Name of Siſter; 
_ + Blunt. And Tmuch/more nowT can-catl you Brother. 
Roch.. O my too weighty Joys ! Immortal: State! 
And more Immortal Love/ . 
'  Bluit. No more: Vi chide you. 
"This. is too great, too violent to laſt Bo, 
Hold / give your Paſſion Breath, leave ſome for next, 
And love not all your VViſhes out at once 
Where js-the-Queen | _— — 
Roch. 1 left her diſcontent. on, | 
Blunt. Why, where is Piercy 2 Has ſhe ſeen him yet? 
Roch.' Seen him ſhe has: but would not ſpeak to him. 
Blunt. Not ſpeak to. him / Oh Cruel,. moſt Inhumane / 
Had ſhe but ſeen him 'in that'Nate as'T did, 
She would have ſpoke to him, and dy'd for him. 
' Roch. Alas! Her Cruelty drew Pity from 
Her Eyes and Mine. 
Blunt. Would ſhe not ſpeak t' him then! _ 
Rech. No; not a word : but quite o're-came her Pity, 
And went away reſfolv'd ne're more to ſee him. 
Blunt. The Reafon, 
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Roch. 


ANN BULLEN. 


| Roch, She'd not telf——}ut I moſt donbt 
Her ſcrupulous Virtue is the C 
Blunt. Tmpoſlible! 
Virtue can never lodge with Cruelty. | 
What ſtain were it to th' whiteſt Innocence > 
What Crime in the ſevereſt Virtue once, 
In her Condition, but to hear him. ſpeak 2 
Come! ſhe muſt ſee him- 
Roch. Would my Life, and Fortune, 
Nay, all my Rights of Love, and Hopes in SY 
Could putchaſe her Conſent to ſeem him once, 
. Pardon the Sallies of moſt mighty Friendſhip, 
So well I with him, I would hazardall. | 
Blunt. Go tell, as from your ſelf, the fad condition: 
Her horrid Cruelty has brought | him to. . 
Within this hour he enter'd my Apartment, 
Not like the Great, the Brave, and Charming TOY 
Whoſe Perſon none cou'd fee without adori 
But like a dreadful Ghoſt, or horrid Shadow, 
Far worſe than what dead, melancholly Midnight, 
To frighted Man, ere painted i in a Dream ;. 
The Evil Genius of his Family 
Nere look'd fo mad, nor OS: rk the Woe,. 
As he did to himſelf. ; © 
Roch. Unbappy Pierc 
Blunt:. At firſt his fi fahr was ROO to the Earth, 
Then with a Groan, . iy with a Volley of Sighs; ; 
He lifted up his fatal Eyes on me, which I 
Could ſcarce behold with mine, they Were ſo full: 

Of pitying Tears- 
Then -ran into ſuch bitter, fad Complaints 
Againſt our Sexes loath'd. Inconſtancy, . 
That I was forc'd to chide him 

Roch: Oh, no more/ 
It wakes my drowlſie Conſcience from its reſt, 
And ſtabs it-with a Guilt.. | 
Blunt. But then at laſt: 
From Railings into Bleiſings ſtreight he fell, 
And on his Knees beſeech'd me that I'd plead, 
And beg the Queen, but once:to-:ſee-hgr Percy ; 
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Which I, rack'd witht Compaſio on, promicd _ AAS 
Alas! I fear more than Ican perfor Le Eo aut 
This ſaid, I riſe, and Percy llow'dr me; [ xt 1.0 
Therefore I charge you, by the Powerof Friendſhip, 
By Piercy's Woes, and all the-Lo6ve you owe 
'To me! go andprevail that he may ſee her : 
He faid that you had vow'd tobring't to pals. | 
Roch. Yle do it inſtantly ; and it-the will not, | 
Vie bear her Body in theſe Arms by Force; 
Her mind, Fm ſure, is willing to be with him. | 
Blunt. She's Qu ſtreight this way ; go quickly you, 
(The miſerable Wretch is yet without,) 
And give him notice, now'sthe time to ſpeak ther, - 
Then ſtreight return to hold(her in-Diſcourſe 
Till Percy comes. | 
Roch. Sokind and pitiful ! X 
May all thy Cruel Sex be bleſt for thee,” [Ex, Roch. 
Blunt, S0o——this has prov'd alucky Tale, and now 
This rare Intelligence goes to-my Wool/e - 
_ Whol ſend th' Alarm to the watchful King,  * 
Streight to ſurprize him with his Wife, like Faſon, 
Juſt ſtealing of his Golden Fleece away— 
She comes, the comes; thisPlayer-Queen ; but know, 
This is the laſt proud A& of all thy ſhow; 
This is a Bait, Rind Stars, if you'l not frown, 
With which Tle take Revenge, or catch a Crown: 
And when ſl has got her Heav'n, and I my Aim; 
Who then &dares tell me that I was to blame! - 
' For who contemns 2 proſp rous Wickedneſs, + _ -. ; 
Or thinks that ill, that's Sainted with Succels, _.* [£x. Blunt. 


Enter Queen witha Letter. 


Queen. What ſhall I do! where teach my crembling Feet 
Their way 1 wasever Virtue ſtorm'd like mine ! 
Within, without, I am haunted all alike; 
Without tormented with a jealous King; 
Within, my Fears ſuggeſt 4 thouſand Plagues, 
Bid me remember'injur'd Piercys:Wrongs, 
| And brand me with the Name-of Cruel to him; 


Then 


 ANNA_.BULLEN. 
| Then on a ſudden a more dreadful thought 
Upbraids me with a Guilt ; 
And tells me, that kind Pity is a Sin. 
Witneſs, and blame not me, y*Immortal Powers! 
When you expoſe two diff rent Paths, one Good, 
The other bad, and tell not which to take: 
If to obey yeu is my Aim, juſt Heav'n! 
'Tis not my fault if I ſhou'd chule the wrong. 


Enter Rochford. 


Roch. Siſter! moſt Royal, Merciful, and Fair, 
And beſt belov'd of Heav'n, and all Mankind, 
Let your dear Brother make it his Requeſt, 
Thus on his Knees, as Deities are Charm'd, 
That you would hear th' unhappy Pzercy ſpeak, 
This once, and but this once———Pzercy's without ; 
Shall my beſt Friend take but his laſt Farewell? 
Grant it, or never more let Rochford ſee you. 
 _ Racen. Oh Brother ! plead no more, 'tis all in vain ; 
Do not betray thy Sifter to a Guilt, 
And ſtain the Cryſtal Virtue of a Soul, 
Which {till ſhe holds far dearer than a Crown : 
Seek not, by Vile Enchantments, to deſtroy 
That Innocence which yet is all my Force, 
All the Defence poor Bu/len has againſt 
A jealous Husband, Cruel Foes, and worſe, 
Againſt the Malice of Inveterate Hell. | 
| Roch. What Danger can there be 2 what Guilt in you ? 
To hear the Wretched and the Injur'd pray 2 
Come; for you will, you ſhall, you muſt now hear him. 
Queen, No more! no more. There's yet a ſubtler Orator 
Than you, or Pity, pleads tor Percy here, 
Here in my firm couragious Soul, and ſtronger 
'Than Father, Mother, or ten thouſand Brothers, 
Yet I can that deny. 
Roch. What ſhall I tell him? 
Queen. Tell him, weare undone; I muſt not ſee him ; 
And what's far worſe, the King is jealous ; tell him 
1 love him——Tell him what 1s falſe, I hate him ; 
H yay 
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& VERTUE. Bettayd: Or, 
Say any thing ; but let me not. beheld-him ; ' - 
For oh / my Weakneſs he ſo fierce aſſaults, - , .. | 
_ *Twill fpoil—— Twill wrack my.Condut——See, he'comes. 


ons Enter Mr. 7.5 55 2 


-Moſt Cruel Piercy !—— Cruel Brotlier rather ——— 
Help—Take, and bear me ſwiftly from'the Danger. 
Roch. Caſt but one Look, and you muſt needs relent. 
Queen. What ſhall I do2 which Paſſage ſhall I chuſe > [A4/fde. 
Arm me, kind Heav'n! againſt my Foe of Pity. 
- Pier, Still, ſtill ſhe turns, and hides her treach'rous Eyes— 
I't poſſible that ſhe can feel Remorſe > [- 
Or Pity after all? O no; ſhe loves too well 
The fatal Cauſe that purchas'd all this Pomp — 
Stay, Anna Bullen ! Stay ; my Queen— Perhaps 
It is expected I ſhould call you Queen : 
Behold your Hatred | 
> Queen, Fly, good-Piercy, fly : _ 
There's Nets preparing for your life and mine 
There's nought but Snares and Quick-ſands where we tread, 
Unfathonr'd Pits hid under painted Grounds 
Where vaſt Deſtru&tion watches to devour us : 
Farewell | 
. Pier. Hear me but firſt, and ſhew thy Face, 
Thy falfe, diſſembling Beauties 
Many when wrackt have been by Dolphins born, 
And ſafely landed on the welcome Shore: 
And inthe Foreſts, nay, the Monſters Dens,. 
d The Paſſenger, half ſtarv'd. for want of Food, 
E Has by the Lyons oft been ſpar'd and fed : 
kt But Cruel Bulley, Cruel Beauty kills 
-—- All whom it Fetters, moſt on whom it Smiles: 
- * Nor can theElements, nor gentler Brutes, 
Teach Woman. to. be pitiful or good. | 
Queen. Now, now juſt Heav'n! y'are ſhowring all your Plagues. 
At once upon my Head, and I will bear 'em;, 
Bear 'em.like one of you, andbleſs the Weight ; 
Hear my ſelf falſe upbraided, call'd moſt perjur'd, 
Deceittul!, and the Monſter of my Sex; *' | 
Evn I, (who, you. Revengeful Powers above Know,) 


ANNA BULLEN. © 
Know,) love this Cruel Chider to a Fault ! 
- Ah Piercy, Piercy Fly ; tor life begone ; | 
Each Minute that you ſtay brings Death to both. 
Pier. Ah, hold! If not for Love, for Pity ſtay. 
And if no juſt Complaint can pierce your hearing, L 
Then Bleſſings ſhall: Ten thouſand Bleflings on you, 
It you will hear the Curſt of Mankind ſpeak. 
Roch. Now, Siſter, heard you that ! By Heav'n it melts me. 
Sure I'm turn'd all the Woman, you the Man. 
Queen. Give me your hand, kind Brother, and ſupport me; 
Help, for I ſtagger with the treble Weight 
Of Grief, Deſpair, and Pity ! 
My Senſes all are charm'd, and Feet faſt ty'd 
To this Inchanted Floor—— Quick, or I'm loſt. 
Pier. Yet turn; if there's one jot of Pity in you ; 
If Percy ere was worth one Thought, I charge you, 
By the lov'd Name of Anna Buller, ſtay 
What then, will nothing move? Q inexorable! 
No not a Look! not Pzercy worth one Look! 
Yet, Rochford, hold ! Canſt thou too be ſo Cruel! 
Fell and obdurate both! 
Is there no hope ? but will you; will youthen 
Begone? | 
Queen. Fly, Brother, ere it be too late, 
For ſhou'd I liſten but a Moment more, 
The ſtrength of Hercules were not enough 
Todraw me hence, ſo unruly is my Body, 
And my unwilling Soul fo loth to part. 
Pier, Then with my Knees, thus faſtning to the ground 


[Piercy kneels upon her Robe, 


Your Robe, and thus with my extended Arms 

Fle force and charm you, 'till y*have heard my laſt 

Complaint : And then forbear to pity it you can, 
Queen, Why doſt thou hold? 

Pier. Ten thouſand Curſes light upon her Soul 

In Hell; and worſe, what mine on Earth endures, 

That firſt taught Woman Falſchood — — 

If for a Crown ſhe's falſe! Oh may that Crown 

Sit loathſom-on her Forehead as her Crimes, 

May Adders neſt within th Ambitious Round, 


Why do I hold my {elf ? 
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VERTUE Betrayd: Of, 
And'into Stings the fatal Ermins turn. lt I 
When dead, may all the Miferies ſhe feels 
Be through the World recorded as a Mark 
For faithful Lovers to beware, and ne&re 
Be: nam'd without a Curſe. 
_ Queen. Ah Cruel Piercy 7 "1 
- Pier. But for my Queen, let Heav'a and Angels guard her ; 
Her I except from any bitter Fate : gdh tr 
Let Anna Bullex's Breaſt be ne're diſturb'd, 
Nor Soul upbraided with the Wrongs of Piercy : 
And oh, kind Heav'n ! if there be any Sorrow 
(As ſure none &re can be) ordain'd for her, 
Falſe as ſhe is, I beg that it may fall | 
Only on wretched Pzercy's Head May Hers 
Beall the Pleafure (till, and mine the Pain. 
Queen. O Gods! obdurate Heav'ns ! Cruel Honour! [4/de. 
| And yet more Cruel Vertue, hear and fee ! 
* _ Pier. And whenlT ſhall for ever be recluſe, 
As now I go to part with all Mankind, 
'Twill be my Joy, fometimes to think of you, 
And make me live, perhaps, one Day the longer, 
When in my Melancholy Cell, I hear 
That the Crown flouriſhes on Bullen's Head. 
- Queen, Ha! Tm orewhelnvd, the Sluces all are broke, [4/de. 
And Pity, like a Torrent, pours me down; 
Now I am drowning, all within's a Deluge ; 
Wiſdom nor Strength can ſtem the Tide no more, 
And Nature in my Sex ne're felt the like — 
. Help Rochford, ere F'm rooted to this Earth. 
Away, away ! the leaſt word more undoes me. 
Per. Yet turn one Look upon me, e're you go. | 
Queen. There, take it, with my life, perhaps the purchaſe— 
Take that too, Percy, thou haſt been betray'd. [Gives him a 
Learn there th'unhappy Bullen's Fate----Farewell. Letter. 
Pier. Yet Bath Soul ne're parted with ſuch-pangs, 
From the pale Body, as you fly from me. | 
Queen. Piercy adieu----I caftene-l will---F muſt 
No more. _ [Ex.Qu. and Roch, 
Pier. What, never ſee you more! She's gone, 
She's gone, more lov'd and beautiful than ever: 


And 


ANNA BULLEN. $3 
And now methought, juſt as ſhe parte&from me, 

She ſhot a Look quite through my gory Heart, 

And left it Gaſping, Dying, and Deſpairing —— . 
What's here, a Letter | and the Character 

ThatT ſooft have been acquainted with » 

If thefe Eternal Kiſſes give me leave, 

Fle break it open with as great a Joy, 

AST had leapdinto our Marriage-Bed, 

And rifled all the Sweets and Pleaſures there—— 

What's this I read! 


Reads. 


By Wicked Woolſey, Harry, and our Parents 

7 was betray'd, and forc'd to Wed the King : 

Who intercepted all thy Letters, Swearing 

With Sacramental Oaths, that thou wert falſe, 

And Marry d Firſt Piercy adieu, and Credit me, 

And that I lovw'd thee better than my Life. 

Burn this raſh Paper, leſt the Fiends diſcloſe it. 
SUL EE ON: 


She's Innocent ! Oh! you Immortal Powers ! 
She's Innocent ! And then the loves me ſtill. 
Sound, ſound my Joy, till my Exalted Soul 
Is wound up to th' extreameſt pitch of Blifs : 
Let Piercy never after this be fad 
Yet hold—— What dawn of Comfort can'ft thou ſpy $ 
In this ——Oh none——This Gloworm-Spark, "M 
This Glimps of Hope is vaniſht, and I'm left ml 
In deeper Darkneſs, Horrour and Deſpair, 
Than e're I was before 
Oh Ana Buller | Curit in being true ! 
And I more Curſt in knowing it too late. 


Re-enter Queen and Rochford. 


Ha / ſhe returns The mourning Angel comes . 
Again ! Sure Heav'n's in Love with both our Miſerics, 
They look with ſuch a Pomp.and Train in me ; 
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ayd: Or, 
And are ſo beautiful in her! - : | 
Queen, Well, Brother, } | 
And thou far.ſtronger and Immortal Pity, 
And more Immortal Love, y*' have brought me back 1 
Ye have. What! whatwill you do with me now? - | | 
Roch. Could any thing on Earth! Tyger, or Panther, 
Much leſs a Creature form'd by Heav'n like Tt : 
Could you, I fay, refrain at fuch an Object ! 
. At the laſt Words of the unhappy Wretch, 
And not forbear to balm him ore in Tears, 
Or elſe but hear him ſpeak ! 
Queen, Now I'm inclos'd again ! 
The Combat now grows fierce and ſtrong, and oh ! 
How weak an Armour Reſolution is, _ 
Apainſt our Paſſions, or the Man belov'd: 
Virtue and Honour, - hence be proud no more, 
Nor brag of your Dominion o're Mankind; 
Leſt Love, ' moſt fatal Love, too ſoon ſhould tell you, 
And make you feel, I has mightier Chains than you. 
See where he 15 Look Heav'n with tender Eyes; 
Give Council to my juſt deſpairing Soul, 
And tell me, Pity 1s no Sin Ah Piercy! 
Pier. My Charming Queen | my Anna Bullen once ! 
Am I ſo Bleſt, . and yet fo wretched too, 
As what is written here contains; and tell me! 
May I believe that you can love me ſtil]? 
Queen, Oh Piercy! Piercy! urge me not to tell you 
What Heav'ns Auſterity will not permit, 
Nor force me todeclare 
What the Eternal Sees already written 
In too broad Characters within my Breaſt ; 
How large, how deep thy Story's graven here, 
And what I dare not, never muſt unfold 
Oh / I have ſaid too much. 
Pier. What! ſaid too much'! | 
Can you repentof one kind thought of Percy ? 
And ſpitefully callback your tender Mercy ! 
Nay, worſe ; Can you behold the almoſt Naked, 
And ſtarv'd beſeeching Wretch, and ſtrive 'to pull 
The totter'd Reminants from kis quivering Joints, © 


And 


ANNA BULLEN. 
And daſh the Pitcher from the greedy Lips: 
Of one juſt ready to expire with Thirſt > +." 
Oh Cruel Queen ! For 4a Bulle would not, 
She would not, would not uſe her Pzercy thus. 

Queen, Ceaſe, ceaſe ſuch ſounds —— 
And turn thy fad, reſiſtleſs Eyes away ; 
For if I once behold thoſe Tears, and' hear 
Thy juſt Complaints, I-can no longer hold, 
But break I muſt through all the bonds of Virtue. 
Nay, ſtood the Jealous Harry by 


With all his Guards of Devils, Wooſſey's, Cardinals ; 


Inſpight of all, in ſpight of more my ſelf 
I muſt both. ſee, hear thee, and ſpeak to thee, 
And pity thee. Now are you fatisfied 2 


Pier. It is enough, bright Daughter of the Sky : 


Y* have conquer'd me, my Deity, you have 
Hereon my Knees, but yet at diſtance too, 
The Poſture of a: Soul in Extacy, 

I beg a thouſand Pardons of my- Queen. 

A Look, aSigh, or Tear, from Anna Bullen, 
Is far more worth than all the trifling Wrongs , 
Nay, than the Life and very Soul of Percy. 


Queen, Help me juſt Heav'n, who ſees how I'm beſieged; 


And what a weak Reſiſtleſs WretchT am ! 
Why d' ye impoſe on usſo hard a Task 
On poor Mankind, ſo feeble and fo frail, 
Making us here Comiſtioners of Virtue, 

| Yet put by Drams and.Scruples 1n the Ballance, 
To Counter-poife and weigh down Fleſh and Blood: 
How weaks my Will to draw my Body hence ; 
And oh! how Iloath my Eyes are to depart, 
But wiſh: for-ever to be faſten'd on thee, 
And look one Look to-vaſt Eternity ; 
Y et we mult part, Ah, Pzercy ! part for ever 


Pier. Ahfay notſo! muſt weſo ſoon, my Queen ! 


Is then this Mements Bliſs ſo Criminal, 
That ic mult forfeit all my precious Hopes 
Of an Aſſurance once to meeragain! 


Queen. My mind:now bodes to me, that 'tis-our. Jaſt::: 


Yer I mult-bid thee go: There 1s no Joy for us; 
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The Worlds a Deluge all tothee and me——— 

| Thereis noreſt, my Piercy, in this World, | 
No Sanctuary to lay. the weary Head 

Of the undone,- th unpitty'd, and betray'd. 
Farewell : There's ſomewhat riſes o're my Soul, 
 Andcovers it as with a fatal Cloud _ 

Of Horror, Death, and Feax.- It cannot be ; 
The Sting of parting cannotdo' all this; 
Farewell, farewell. 

Pier. Stay ; ; muſt we part forever? 
What never ! never meet again! 

Queen. Never till we are Clay, and then perhaps, 
Neglected as we were in Lite, thrown out in Death 
Some Charitable Man may be fo kind, , 
To give our poor forſaken Bodies Burial, 
Laying'em both together 1 in one Bed 
Of Earth. 
Hah ! the times come / my Fatal Door? Sat Hand! 

Three Drops of. Blood falls from her Naſe, 
and ſtains her Handkerchief 

Behold, the Heav'ns in CharaGters of Blood, 

In three inevitable Drops, 

Have ſeal'd;it, and decreed that it isnow !- 

Ah Piercy! fly, and leave: mehere alone 

To ſtem this mighty Torrentof my Fate, 

Begone, while I have Life tobid thee go : 

For now Death ſtops my Tongre— .-. [She Swoones. 

Pier, My Lord 
. She Faints My Life ! my Ana Bullenſtay ; 

Or your Commands ſhall Fetter me no more; 

But break I will through all the Bars of Diſtance, 

And catch thee thus, thus hold thee in my Armes—— 

Rochford | Oh help tocall her backagain. : : | 

Hold, ſtop thy flight, thou progiong Air return! 

Far richer than that rareImmaculate Breath, 

Which Natures God breath'd in the firſt of Mankind ! 
Roch. Wake Siſter, wake / behold, no dangers nigh |! 
Queen, Ah Piercy | Now I wake, with Courage now 

To meet my Fate; and ſee where! it CITI: 


. ANNA BULLEN. 
Enter Cardinal, Northumberland, and Guards. 


Pier. Ha! Woolſey, and my Father with the Guards Y 
Card. My Lord, e're we diſcover our Commilſion,. 
Pray, let your Son be parted from the Queen, 
Leſt the wrong'd —_ ſhould ſee him in his Rage, 
And Execute his worſt of Fury on him. 
North. Son | tho' you have committed, in the Court, 
| The greateſt Crime, againſt your Royal Maſter, 
That ere a Subject can be guilty of; 
Yet in reſpect of theſe Gray Hairs and Tears, 
He has been pelas'd to ſpare your forfeit Life: 
Therefore begone : A Minutes ſtay is fatal 
Guards, force him, if he goes not willingly, 
And carry him ſtreight, by Barge, to Sfotk- Houſe 
Without Reply. 
Pier. Obediently The go, 
If you will promiſe me that you have nought 
Againft the Sacred Perfon of the Queen, 
And will not touch her : For 'tis greater Sacriledge, 
Then *tis to hurt an Angel, cou'd it be, 
She is ſo Innocent, fo Chaſt, and Pure. 
Elſe Pm reſfoly'd to ſtand, no Rock fo firm ! 
Fixt like the Center to the Maſley Globe. 
You ſhould as ſoon remove ſtrong Fercules, 
With his Hands graſping both the Poles of Heaven; 
As force me from this Footing, where I ſtand, 
And fee the Queen but threatned, or in danger. 
Card. My Lord, on both our Honours, the Queens Perſon 
Shall be Inviolate and Sacred always ; 
Nor know we ought againſt her—but the King 
Is coming ſtreight to viſit her, as kindly | 
As he was wont: Therefore you muſt begone- 
We have no other Reaſon, but your ſafety. : 
" Pier. Ifear ! for ah what Truth can come from thee 2? 
Thou ſpeak'ſt but at the Second Hand from Hell 
Kind Sir, May I believe what Wooſſey fays > 
Card, Confirm it, good my. Lord, or you'l delay. 
North. 'Tis true, what the great Cardinal has told you. 
I 


Ra, | 


» 


Queen. 


Tn you be ſe ſent a Priſoner .to the Tower; 


4 ii R TV '# Bedi 5 /Or- 


Queer. Go, Piercy ; and miſtruſt not more than I; 
Begone, ib havePower left to:Comiiagdy:” - 3 i 


Leaveme to Innocence, and Heav'n that will not 


Permit a Soul that never did wy ill, 

To fear it 
Pier. Thenlle ” But'oh- Juſt Hedy* n ! 

And all you Angels; Chierubins; and Thr6nes : 

All you bright Guards to the moſt High feaperial, 

You kindelt, gentleſt, mildeſt Planers, 

Youleſſer Stars; you fait Innumerable, 

And all you bright Inhabitants above; + 

Prote&t the Sacred Pefſon:of the Quicen ; WEE 

And ſhed your balefullſt Vehom on their Heads, 

That think roftain a Whiteneſs hks your ſelyes. 

Farewell 
Queen. Farewell: t- 

Card. Fohn Viſcount Roc bord, by che King sCommatiid, | 

W Arreſt you here, of Capital, High Treaſon. 

Queen. Hear Heav'n!' my Brother faln into the Snare! 
Card, And'tishisPledſure, that you ſtreight be ſent. 

Clote Priſoner to the Tower; with the Lord Norris, 

Who is ſuſpeCted with yow to be Guilty » 

Of the ſame hainous Crime, *-'Guards! 'Seize his Perſon. 
Roch. Baſe Villain! Traytor ! Woolſey !' Say, for what? | 
Queen. No matter. :Let a Woman teach thee Courage: 

Ne're ask for what,: ſinee”tis.his wiſe Decree 

Above who gave us with a ſiberal Hand, - 

And fate us on the higheſt Spoke of Greatneſs, = 

No longer than he pleas'd to call us down- 

Well, Whoſe turn'snext 2 Come, dart your 7 my Lords, . 

And. meet a temper'd Breaſt, that knows tobear: 

By-my bright Hopes; -y' are more affaid than I;. 

Ididexpect you would begin'with me !' © "OE 
Card, Moſt Royal Madam; Oh'I wiſh the King. 

Had choſen.ſome jeſs unwilling than.our ſelves, ' * 


[Ex. Piercy. 


To Execute this moit deteſted Office. 


19 Witneſs of it, on our Kiſets; with Tears = + [#ncels. 
And Sorrow, we our fad Conmmiſſiontell : Fe ers 
It-is.the Kings moſt fatal Pleaſutetbo; 


And thence, immedintely to both your Tryals Riſes. 


ANNA BULLEN. 59 
Roch; Tryal! oh her wrongd Innocence} for what F4 
— Queen. No more,, Dear Brother; let us both ſubmit, 

And give Heay'n Thanks, and our moſt Gracious Kiog ;/ " 

For I'm not ſo preſumptuous of my Virtue;  _ 

But think, Dear Rochford, that both you and b. 

Have once committed, 1n our erring Lives, put 

Something, for which we juſtly merrit Death. 

——_— not, perhaps, the Thing we are accuſed of. 


Enter the King 21 a do's with Letters in his Hand Ate 
tendants and Guards, THE 7, 


Card. The King is here | 

Queen. Then he is Merciful. 

King, Whereis this Woman ! this moſt abhorr'd of Wives! 
This Scandal to her Sex, my Crown and Life ! 
What by your Minion 2 oh good Natur'd Husband! 
Down on your Knees, and thank: me for the favour 
See——hereare Letters faln into my Hands, 

Where your dear Brother ſays he has enjoy'd you. 
'_ [Grves the Letters to the Queen 


| Ohthou more Damn'd, and more-Infatiate far, 


Than Meſſaliza. She was Chaſt, to thee. 

Her, half the Men and Slaves of Rome, 

Could fatisfy ; but thou, not all Mankind, 

With Husband, Brother, Kindred in the. Number. [She gzves 
Queen.Oh Heav'nly Pow'rs ! oh Guard of Innocence ! [em Roch. 


What do I ſee and hear! O Sacred Sir! 


You took me to your Royal Bed, a Hand-maid, 

The moſt unworthy of the mighty Favour ; 

Oh throw-me .into Dungeons {trezght, or. take | 

Away my Life, that ne're offended you: 

Take all, in Recompence,;from Anna Bullen! 

'Tis yours ; But do not Rob me of my Fame, 
Nor ſtain my Virtue with ſo foul a Guilt. 

Roch. What's here? n my Reaorous Letters ſent toBlunt! 

Has ſhebetray'd me! 12) 


* Zing. Lyillheannomore-—— ; , [To the Queerr. 
nent gr441)-5 Ez R745 ih Q.  Roc#. 
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EE. Ich Ah Roxy Sir, theſe Letters I conſe 
| »z. Damn thy hot Luſtful Breath ; thy Poyfonous Tongs! 
| Fomy Take” em hence, to Tortures, Racks, to Death. 
ueen. O Sir / I am prepar'd for any Death ;. | 
For worſe than Death, a thouſand, thouſand Torments ; ; 
Andif you think 'em all not rn enough, 
wy. take Advice of Woolſey; Hee'l inftruct you; 
ou, how you may plague this hated Body ; 
oy not think that I'm fo loath'd a Creature. 
ng. Quick ; Take away thy Hands, or I will force thee= 
yn You ſhall not, cannot, till ve Sworn the Truth: 
. For, by th' unſpotted Babe within the Womb, 
That yet lies wrapt in Innocence, 'unborn ; 
By injur'd Truth, by Souls of Martyr'd Saints, 
By you, my Lord, my Husband, and my King ! 
And by the King of Kings, the King of Heav'n, 
I'm wrong'd / Ak Royal, gracious Sir, I'm wrong'd. 
Xing. Unhand me; or Tie ſpurn thee from thy hold 
Seize, ſeize on Piercy—By my Life, who begs [To the Guards. 
.Tn his Behalf's a Traytor, worſe than he [Zo North. whe 
-Here is another Letter too, it is from Norris, | kneels. 
Who much Commends your darling, ſecret Beauties, 
And ſweetneſs of your Wo ah Yet you are wrong'd / 
. Here's Notes of your Muſician too, that Charni'd you. 
Eternal Hell! where's ſuch another Monſter 
I have more Horns than any Forreſt yields, - , 
Than Firnsbury, or all the City Muſters 
'Upon a Training, 'or a Lord Mayors-Day 
Riſe/ and Begon, thou Fiend, thou x 2a 
Thy Power, thy Charms, like Witch-craft, all have. left thee; 
; -Go you.inceſtuous Twins, make hafte and mingle 
IIS "Your foul, Adulterate Blood i in-Death together 
” - <Oh, they're too long afunder.. Why, doſt Weep./ 
3% Go tothy Death, and what's a greater pain, 
May. Heav'n, like me, ſce-all thoſe Tears'in vain. 
[Ex. King, Attendant, 
Rech. Ah Siſter / what dire Fiends muſt puniſh-Rochford: 
What will become of me, the Cauſe of all?  - 
.Qzeen. Fear not. Heav'n knows thy Innpegnce, and mine "n 
Wk © tho' we ſutfer here a little ſhame / RY 
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ANNA BULLEN. 
*Tis to reward our Souls above, and with 
Immortal Reſtitution Crown 'em there——< 
We two liv'd in one Mother's ſpotleſs Womb ; 
And then we ſcarce had purer Thoughts than now! 
And ſhortly we ſhall meet together in 
One Grave. | 

Roch. O ſay not ſo: Death dare not be ſo Cruel. 

Nucen. Ceale Brother, ceaſe ; ſay not a word in anſwer; 
But lead me, like a Valiant Man, to Chains. 
Come, let's prepare——But firſt my Pomp adieu ! 

| [Kneels, and lays dewn her Crows; 

From Heav'n I did my Crown and Life receive, h 
And back to Heav'n both Crown and Life Tle give; 
And thus, in humble poſture, lay it down 
With greater Joy than firſt I put it on. {Riſes 
And now 1 tread more light, and ſee from far 
A Beamy Crown, cach Diamond a Star. 
But oh, you Royal Martyrs! ceaſe a while 
Your Crying Blood, that elſe muſt curſe this Ifle ; 
Of the Zmperial ask it with my Pray'r; 
For you are {till the neareſt Angels there: _ 
Then Richard, Edwards, Henry, all make room, 
The firſt of laughter'd Egii/b Queens I come ; 
Let, me amongſt your glorious, happy Train, 
Free from this hated World, and Traitors Reign. [Ex. 4Ambo, 
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ACT V.. SCENE. I 
Enter Cardinal and Blunt ſeverally. 


Card. F VUckieſt of: Qmens:! do I meet my Funo! 
My Fair; Illuſtrious Partner in Revenge / 

Come, tell the News that your glad Eyes proclaim: 
Speak, by thy Looks, I know it muſt be well. | 
F-.- Is ſhe Condemn'd:2 Shall. Rome be Abſolute 2 
- © Shall Woolſey Reign, and ſhall my. Blunt be Queen > 
Blunt.'Tis as thou fay'ft, moſt mighty of thy FunCtion ; 

Greateſt that e're adorn'd this Robe, it is. 

Theſe Eyes ſaw the bright Exg/i/h Sun Eclips'd, 
And what is more, Eclips'd by 'Thee and Me, 

Caſt by her aweful Judges from her Height, 

Guilty and ſham'd, as Lacifer from Heav'n, 

And forc'd to beg it, as:the-mildeſt Sentence, 

To loſe her Head. 

Card. Then there's an end of .Bulles, 

Blunt. And what to ſee, gave me the greater Joy ; 

Thoſe Letters counterfeited-by the Fool . - | 

Her Brother, were the ſtrongeſt Proofs againſt her ; 

90 the ſame Papers which by your Advice 

I got convey'd into her Cabinet, 

Were the ſubſtantiall'ſt Circumſtances found 
For which ſhe dies. _ : 
 _ _* Card. O Juſt and Sacred Rage, 
= Revenge! Thou greateſt Deity on Earth,/ 
| And Woman's Wit the greateſt of thy Council. 

Blunt. We ought to veil before your Prieſtly Robe; 
My Crown of Wit ſhall ne're ſtand Candidate 
With-yours; and yet I dare be bold to fay, 

This I, and Malice would have done alone, 
Without the mighty Aid of Woolſey's Brain. 
'- © Card. Then nothing's to be done by Fate, nor Woo{{cy, 
But take the vanquiſht Crown from Bullen's Head, 
And place it ſuddenly on yours, 
=, | Blunt, 


—— 


ANNA BULLEN. 
Blunt.' Fot which, _ © Ee, 
My gracious Woolſey, I-will fo reward yau, 


Enter to them Piercy. 


__ Pier. Blackneſs Eternal cover all the World / 
Infernal Darkneſs, fuch as .Zg yr felt, 
When the Great Patriarch curs'd the fatted Land, 
And with a Word extinguiſht all the light. 
Blunt. See, Piercys here! more mad than we are joyful: 
Does't not make young the Blood about thy heart, * 
T* ſee that our Revenge not ſingly hits, | 
But, like a Chain-ſhot carries all before it ? 
Card. Let us avoid him you intend to ſee 
The Queen receive her Death: But I, to hide 
The Pleaſure that perhaps the ſight would give me, 
Will paſs this Day ar E/her, like a Mourner. 
Pier. Behold, the Sun fhines ſtill ; inſtead of Darknels, . 
Yon Azure Blue's unſpeckled with a Cloud ; 
The Face of Heav'n ſmiles on her as a Bride, 
The Day, the Sun fits mounted on his Chariot, 
And darts his ſpighttul Beams in ſcorn of Pity ; 
*Bates not a jot of the llluſtrious Pomp, 
He ſhould have turnith'd on her Wedding-Day : 
Heav'n looks like Heav'n {till, Nature as 'twas, 
Men, Beaſts, and Devils; every thing that lives, 
Conſpires, as pleas'd at Anna Bullen's Fall, 
Behold, juſt Powers! the Curſes of the Land / = 
Stay you Amphibious Monſters, Prieſt, and Devil ! [7o the Card. 
And Strumpet, if it can be, worſe than both! 
You far more dreadful Pair than thoſe that firſt 
Betray'd poor eaſie Man, and all Mankind : 
Thou fatal Woman Thou /. and Serpent. Thou? 
By whoſe ſole Malice (oh that Heav'n ſhould let it / ) 
A greater Innocence this Day is fallen, 
 Thanever bleſt the Walks of Paradife. . £7 
Card. My Lord, I ſhall acquaint the King with this, 
. And thoſe juſt Lords the Judges of her Cauſe, _ 
Whom your baſe Malice wrongs—But I'm above it— 
Farewell. . 2 


and Blunt. 


{ Ex, Card. and$luant.. 
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VERTUE Betrayd: Or, _ 
_ Per. Bold Traytors / Hell-hounds ! hear me firſt ; 

_ Stay you infetious Dragons , do you flye / 

Does A»»a Bullen's Chaſtity and Virtue, CE on : 
Writ in this Angry Fore-head, make you ſtart=——{Excart, 


Exter Diana zo him. 


What, the fair, wrong'd Diax's Face in Tears? 
Can An»a Bullew's Mileries Attratt 
The nobleſt of Compallion, Pity from 
A Rivals Breaſt / thou Wonder of thy Sex / 
How far more Wretched mak'ſt thou Pzercy ſtill, 
When I behold how much thou doſt deſerve, 
AndI, fo very little haveto pay! | 
Dian. What Rocky-heart could have refrain'd from Pity, 
To ſee the Sight that I did / any thing, | 
But Man, moſt Cruel Mankind, would have griev'd ; 
Tigers and Panthers would have weptto ſee her; 
And her baſe Judges, had they not been Men, 
Would have bemoan'd her like departing Babes. 
Per. Is Rochford too Condemnd 2 
Dian. Alas / he is. 
Rochford and Norris both, receiv'd their Sentence, 
And both behav'd themſelves like Gallant Men 
But for the Queen / Ah Pzercy, ſuch bright Courage, 
No thought can Dictate, nor no Tongue Relate, 
When ſhe was tax'd with that unnatural Crime, 
Adultery with her Brother ; ('Tis a Sin 
That e're it ſhould be nam'd.) At firſt ſhe ſtarted, 
- And ſoon an Innocent, not Guilty, Red 
Adorn'd her Face, and Sainted it with Tears ; 
But ſtreight conceiving it a Fault, ſhe Smil'd, 
| "I oft the Drops, andchid the Bluſh away. 
ter. When TI am Dead, may my fad Tale be bleſt, 
And have no other Tongue, but thine, to tell it. | 
Diaz. Then with the meeknelſs of a Saint ſheſtood; 
With ſuch amazing Oratory dazled, 
Andlike the ronny, Koch quite through her Judges, 
And ſham'd their Guilt, that none durſt look upon her: 
But oh/ whats deſtin'd in the blackeſt Pit 


ANNA BULLEN. 
Of Hell ; what Innocence can neere withſtand. 
What-e're ſhe ſaid, that Angel cou'd not finer, 
| And ſhew'd aSoul, no Cryſtal nigh fo clear; 
Tho' all appear'd to be the Plot of Devils; 
Yet was ſhe guilty found, and, oh, ſad-Piercy / 
(May all Eyes weep at it; like thine and mine) 
Condemn'd to loſe her Head. 
Per. Hell dare not think it. 
Dian. The Cruel Duke of Norfolk, her Relation, 
As Steward for the Day, pronounc'd the Sentence. 
Pier. And my hard hearted Father too was there, - 
Dia. My Lord! What faid you 2 your hard hearted Father » 
Oh blotted let it be from all Records, 
And never bein Eng/ands Annals read, 
What I'm about to tell you. Her own Father, 
The Earl of Wilt/h;re, fate amongſt her Judges. 
_ © Pier. O Monſter damn'd | than Cruel 7;:an worſe, 
That eat up his own Iſſne as he got e'm. 
Dia. Behold, the King ! All Knees, are bent, all Hands, 
All good mens Eyes lift up to Heav'n and him, 
To beg the Life of Her that glads the World. 
Pier. Make uſe of all thy. Womans art to win him ; 
Let all Petition him that ſhare her Blood, 
Matrons, Wives, Virgins, all the charming Sex. 
Dia. Do you with-draw. You but incenſe the King—— 
Iv'e yeta ſott Experiment to try, 
Shall pierce his ſtubborn Nature to the Quick. 
Pier. That Angel, thart infpir'd with proſper thee. [ Exeuz. 


Enter King, and Attendants. 


King. Piercy) did I not charge he ſhould be ſeiz'd > 


[ To the Guards who go out to ſeize Piercy. 


Now by the facred Crown of Exg/ands Monarchs, 


Let none entreat me upon pain of Death ? [ To Petitioners. 


What's here 2 a Liſt of baſe Petitioners, - 
For Norris Life / Hell and Contuſion ſeize him. 
' Havel not like a Rock againſt the Seas, ; 
' And Mountain 'gainſt the Winds ſtood thus unthaken, 
Deny'd all Englands Prayers, _ Tears of Angels ? 


Nay 
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FERTUE F Birgff Or, 


Nav more, this heart, that pleads with mortal pangs | 
 Formy dear Ana Buler's life? And _—_T > 
Pardon a Slave before 1 would my Queen 2 
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Enter Northumbetland, who bueth.. 


King. Why doſt kneel : 
I North. | met my Son this moſt unlucky moment, 
 - Fult as the Guards were ready to obey, | 
E And Execute your fatal orders.on him, 

Who in deſpair, or rather in obedience, 

Making ataint reſemblance torefiſt ; 

AS they were ttriving to put by his Sword, 

He on a ſudden open'd wide his Arms, | 

And on his. Breaſt received a wiltul wound. 
 Ekneel with humble Prayer's, thar his Difafter ' 

would mitigate your prefent and juſt Fury, 

And grant iny Son his freedom, till his turt . 
| curd, which is not mortal. | 

Ming. Be i + 


Enter Diana, hading inthe Toung Princeſs Elizaberk, with omen. 


Dian. Pardon this bold: Entrefion its your Preſence. 
Your Daughter Sir, this little Princeſs here, 
Poſleſt with Womans Rage, and far above ME oth 
The little ſparkling Reafon of a.Child, ; 
Scream'd Si; her Father; Where's my Father, faid ſhe;: 
And as we brought her to you, ſtill Ihe cry d, 
Unleſs. ſhe-ſaw her Father, ſhe wou'd die. 
King. What would(ſt thou-have, my little Bezty, ſay 2 
. Child, Bat will youpromiſe me that you'l hot frown, 
_ Andecryaloud, Hough? and.then indeed [le tell you. 
© . King. | do. Come, Let me takethee in my ArmsS—— 
Child. No: but Ile kneel: for Imuſt be a Beggar, 
And | have learn't, that all-who. beg of you, IS < v1917 
| Mult do. it kneeling, 2 oi Long 
E  _ North. Prettieſt Innocence : | 6 201. Þ2 
E.. King. welt bien, what 15.t mp latls ESE} iy: 2 | 


—_— ——  — 
PII 4 


ANNA BULLEN. * 
Child. I'm told that ſtreight my Mother is todie, 
Yet I have heard youſay, you lov'd her dearly : 
And will you let her die, and medietoo 2 Te 
King. She muſt die, Child ; There is no harm indeath ; 
Beſides the Law has faid it, and She muſt, 
Child. Muſt! is the Law agreater King than you? 
King. O yes. Butdo notcry my pretty Berry - 
For ſhe'l be happier when he's dead, and go 
To Heaven. 
Child. Nay, I'm ſure ſhee'l go to Heav'n. 
King. How art thou ſure? 
Child, Some body told me fo 
Laſt night when I was in my ſleep. 
King. Who was 1t ? | 
Child. A fine Old man, like my Godfather Cramer. 
Card, Ay! there's the Egg that hatcht this Cockatrice. 
Child. Pray Father, what's that huge, tall, Bloody man - 
I ere faw him but once inall my life, 
And then he frighted me. He looks for all 
The World, juſt like the Picture of the Pope. 
King. Why, don't you love the Pope 2 
Child. No indeed don't I, 
Nor never will. 
King. Ay, but you muſt my Dear ; 
Heis a fine old man too, if you ſaw him. 
Card. Go y area little Heretick, 
Child. A Heretick ! 4 
Pray Father, what does that bold Fellow call me ? 
What's that 2 | 
King. Why, that's One that forſakes the right, 
And turns to anew, wrong Religion. 
Child, Then 'm no Heretick : For I ne're turn'd 
In all my life. But you forget your Cluld. . 
Dear Father, will you fave my Mother's life? 
King. You mult not call me Father : For they fay, 
Y*arc not my Daughter. | 
Child. Who's amT then? 
Whotold you fo 2 That ugly old, bald Prieſt ? 
He tells untruth. I'm ſure you are my Father 2 
- King. How art? 
-2. 


End... yen een mo a mT - 
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PERTVE | Beret: Or, 


Child. Cauſe I love none fo. well as you 
But oh you'l never hear me what I have to ſay; | 
As long as He, that Devil there, ſtands by rr? 1k BAS 
Your Elbow. | | 
King. Ha! what Devil? 
Child. That Red Thing there, 
King. Oh Child; He is no Devil, he's a Cardinal 
Child. Why does he wear that huge, long Coat then? 
Unleſs.it be*to hide his Cloven Feet. 
\ Card, Sir, all's deſign'd by. Crazmer for the Queen, 
"WE Ho Shas Iran. this Leſſon like a Parot. 
. Take her away, I were a Fool indeed, =—_— 
It Wezkens Tears, and Childrens idle Prattle, | 
Should change my fixt Reſolves,, and cheat my Juſtice ——— 
Away with her. _ 
Ch1ld.. Oh, but they dare not :: 
Father, will you, not let your Betty kiſs you-?: 
Why do- you let 'em pull'me irom you. ſo 2? 
I: ne're did anger you:. 
Pray ſave my Mother, Dear King: Father do;. 
And if you-hate her, we. will promiſe both, 
That ſhe and I will go a great, huge way,, 
And never ſee you more. 
King. Unlooſe her ;. hough / / 
Hence with her ſtraight.; I will not hear her prate. - 
Another.word.. Go, y are a naughty Girl. 
Child. Well, Pn refolv'd when I am grawn a Woman, 
Ele-be a and.cry, Hough, too... 
[Ex. Diana, Princek, Women. 


- Ha! Spirit !. 

Nous all the Draw-Bridges, and. guard the. Gates, 
Ehen- bring the Priſoners torth to Execution : 

- Nerris, and Rochford figſt, and. then the Queen: 

My. Lord:Northumberland, be it your Task ; 
Diſpatch my Orders ſtraight, and fetch the Traytors———. 
What's this that gives my Soul 'a ſudden Twitch? 
Andbids me not proceed. Ha/ is't Compaſſion? q 
Shall Pity, ever fond.the-Brealt of _Zarry!. 
"Lis.but.aſlig-ok Nature, . and'Tl. op... 

Think: 
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ANNA BULLEN' _ 69 
Think on-thy Wrongs; the Wrongs her Luſt has done thee, 
And ſweep away this loath'd Inceſtuous, Brood, : 
As Heav'n would drivea Plague from off the Land : 
Think thou ſhalt have thy Seymor in thy Arms, 
Who ſhall reſtore thy loſs with double Charms - 
And tho my-Bullex ſets this Night, and dies, 
Seymor, next Morn, like a new Sun ſhall riſe, 
CEx. King, Attendants. 
Nerth. With an unwilling Heart, I take this Office. 
And Heav'n, if Anna Bullex's Innocent, - 5. 
Forgive me, fince 1t is my King's Command. 
My Breaſt is fad, and tender for her, all; 
Tho' Percy ne're can riſe, but by her Fall 


Enter to: him Rochford, Lieutenant, and Guards. 


Roch. Wilt not be granted, that I here may ſee. 
' My. Siſter e're I dye, .to part with her 2. 
Lieut, There is my Lord Northumberland, hel tell you. 
Roch. My Lord, y'are come to ſee a wretched Pair 4. 
Of Ormonds IiTue leave this fatal World. ; 
Shall we not meet, and take our laſt Farewell 2. 
North. Norris, my Lord, is now upon the Scaflold. 
Then your turn follows ; but before. that time, 
I gueſs the Queen will .be prepar'd, and come. | 
Roch. Forgive me, Heav'n, my Paſſion, and my Crime,” 
For Natures choice.of. a wrong, fatal Object, J' 
Loving too well, what in efte&t was ill. 
O all you ſtri& Idolaters of Beauty !-. 
You tond, ſevere Adorers of that Sex, ir: 
Who think that all their Vices cannot Center | | 
In-one vide Womans Breaſt;. ſee, and repent ! ' 
Behold 'em all together — 
In the Infernal But, in Her they're fix'd. 
Thus have they all been Curft,, and thus they all. 
Have been betray'd,. that lov'd fo. wellas I. 


VERTURF Betrayd: Or, 
Enter Queen going to Execution all in White : Diana, 
Women in Mourning ; Guards. 
Queen.. Come, where are thoſe muſt lead me to my Fate ? 
To a more Glorious, Happy Marriage-ved, 
And my Eternal Coronation Day | 
What, Piercy's Father / muſt he do the Office ? 
Still I can bear it all, and bear it bravely. 
North, Madam / it is the Kings ſevere Command, 
"That I attend your Majeſty to th' Scaffold. 
Queen. Enough, my Lord, you might have ſpar'd that Title : 
Alas! I wiſh it ever had been ſpar'd——— - 
I ſhould havebeen, if Malice had not reign'd, 
Your Piercy's Wife, the Scope of my Ambition : 
I ne're had then been mounted to a Throne ; 
Then this unhappy hour had never been. 
Roch. Mind this you Rocky World, and mourn in Chaos. 
Such Words as theſe the Heav'ns muſt weep to hear, 
And make yon Marble Root diſſolve in Tears. 
Queen. What ! do you Weep? to ſee your Miftreſs Glory ! 
That ſhe ſhall ſtreight wipe oft the Stain on Earth 
She bears, with an unſpocted Fame in Heav'n 2 
I charge you, by my hopes, andby # 4-4 hopes, 
hen you are going where Iſoon ſhall go ; 
By the [ſ1uſtrious Pompl long to meet, 8 
The Sacred, Juſt Rewards of injur 4 "Truth; | 
 Acquaint this Noble Lord, andallhere preſent, 
Tf e're you faw in all my Nights, 'or Days, 
Or in my looſer Hours of Mirth or Humour, 
The ſmalleſt gn of that moſt horrid Guilt 
That I'm condemn'd for ?!—MWhy, are you all dumb - 
If you are loth to tell jt. whilſt I live, © © 
Proclaim it when I'm dead; toall the World, 
That Heav'n may bar the Gates of Bliſs againit me, 
And throw me to the blackeſt of Hells , K9S6a5h | 


- 


Where all Diſſemblers at their Death ſhall howl. 
Mom. - Alas | moſt Gracious Miſtreſs, none can wiſh 
Themſelves more Innocent for Death than you. | 
acen. What doſt thou weep , unhappy Brother too! 


Oh 


4 r - 


| _.ANNA BULLEFN. 
Oh ſhew me not ſuſpe&ed, nor'thy felf - 
30 Guilty, by ſuch ſoftnels———Learn of me! 
This Brealt that's petrify'd by conſtant Woes ! 
By all my Wrongs, m' Injuſtice, and my Cauſe, 
Who ſees me weep, they ſhall be tears of Joy. | 
Who grieves to leave the World; ſhall never come 4 2 
Where Iam going, where all forrow's baniſh'd. "- 

Roch. Tho am innocent, my Fate is nor; "4 
'Tis that has been unjuſt to thee and ine. 

Queen. Tho' tisaCommon, 'tis a fatal ſign, 

We weep when weare born : but it was 

More ominous, and much more fatal prov'd, 

From rhefe prophetick Eyes there guſht a ſhower, 

When Zarry gave his Faithleſs hand to me; 

Andon my Coronation day the like, 

My bodeing Heart another Tribute rack'd, 

Methought there fate ax Mountain on my Head, 

The Curſes of wrong'd. Katherine weigh'd me down ; 

And made my Crown indeed a Maſſey Crown. 
Roch. Deny me not a little tender Griet, 

For every drop of Blood that's to be ſhed, 

Of thar ineſtimable Maſs of thine, + 

My Soul muſt rack athoufand years in Hell, 

Qucen, Forbear ſuch words——Y ou have not injurd me ! 
I: might as well tax Providence, as you : | 
For Heav'n, that heard the Perjury of Villains, ; 
Might, if it pleas'd, have chok'd *eri with its Thunder, 
Or,jeat em with a Lightning blaſt ro Hell ! 
But he has bent their Rags another way, [One whiſpers North, 
And on their Malice we thall faftely mount, ES 
As on a Cherubin to Heay'n. 

North, My Lord, 
You muſt prepare ; a Meſſenger is come, 
Who britigs the News that Norris is beheaded, 

Queen. Alas! unhappy Norris! art thou dead ? 
Yet why dol ſo much wrong to pity thee 2 
Thou'rt happier by: foe moments now than. 

Roch. Come ! lead meto- my reſt, my reſt from wrongs. 
Now,. 41a Ballen, teach meall thy Courage ; . | 
Thy [anocenct, that makes the Heav.'as amaz'd : NM | 
nd: 
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And the more guilty Angels bluſh to ſee.. 
Help me to paſs the Rabicoy of parting,,.. Re 
This mid-way Gulph that hangs 'twixt Earth and Sky ! 
Then that bleſt Region, all beyond is mine, ; 
And Czſar was not half ſo great as I. 
Queen. Go! be a lucky Harbinger for me; 
Tell all the Saints, and Cherubins and Martyrs, 
Tell all the Wrong'd, that now are righted there, 
Till it ſhall reach the high Imperial Ear, 
| That A»na Bullen is a coming ſtreight 
Roch. Wilt not embrace thy dying Brother firſt - 
One Father and one Mother gave us Birth ; 
Andone Chaſt Innocent Natures Bed inclos'd us 
Theſe are our Parents Arms, and fo are thine. 
'Then all you Saints above, and Men below, 
| Bear Witneſs, and I vow it on my Death, 
It is the greateſt, firſt, and only favour 
I Cre receiv'd from Anna Bullen's Perſon, 7 
Queen. In ſpite of Scandal, Malice, and the World; 
"Nay, were the Kingand our vile Judges by, 
- Since Heav'nis fatisty dit 1sno Sing 
 Iwillembrace thee, think I've 1n my Arms, 
- Both Father, Mother, Siſter, Brother, all; 
And Envy cannot blame me now for this. 
Roch. Thus, let thy Soul into my Boſom fly ; 
That I may feel the ſtroke of Death for thee ; 
And whea the fatal Ax hangs o'te thy Head, 
O may it lull Thee, and not ſtrike thee dead. 


Softer than Infants Dreams; or with leſs pain, x4 

Than 'tis to ſleep, or to be born again—— . [ Ex. Roch. to Ex- 
Queen. So, this is paſt and vanquiſht ! but behold ecution. 

Acgreater yet Now I begin to dread ; 


Enter Diana, with the young Princeſs, and Women. = 


Ah kind Diana, wonderful and good! . 

This pity that thou ſhew'ſt thy. dying Friend, 

This little one I hope will live to, pay. nt eee 
Dian. Ah Royal Miſtreſs] Evg/and's falling Star / 

Beſt Pattern that e're Earth receiv'd from Heavin——— 


| \ NN A PTY — 

I need not fear theſe Eyes ſhould ſee you dye." 
Fore're that time, juſt grief ſhall ſtrike me dead : 
Or Torrents of theſe Tears will make me blind. 

Queen. Come, lift her tomy Arms, and let me kiſs her, 
For'tis the laſt kind Office you will do me. 
Now let me prels thy little Coral-Lips 
With my dead pale ones now ! and oh let me 
Infuſe ſome of thy Mothers lateſt Breath, 
In Bleſfings on thy tender, blooming Soul 
What's thys that tempts me with a Mothers Fondneſs/ 
Tobreak my Reſolution, and upbraids me, 
That I muft leave thee toa Father's R age, 
And yet more cruel Enemies to both - 
Leave thee a Lamb, 'mong(ſt Wolves ; for all who've been 
Thy Mothers Foes will certainly be thine. 

Dan. Tygers, nor.Devils! or what's more inhumane ; 
Envy of Mankind cannot beſo Curft. 

Queen. See, ſee Diana! by my Wrongs it weeps, 
Weeps like a thing of Senſe, and not a Child ; 
Like one well underftood in Grief; the Tears 
Drop ſenfibly in order down its Cheeks ; 
And drowns its pretty Speech in thoughtful Sorrow.” 
Nothing could ſhoot Infeftion through my Breaſt, 
But this; and this has done it < | 
Why weeps my Child? Ah, what a Queſtion's that / 

Dan. Behold / how't {ſtrives and betwixt Tears and Throbs, 
If it could forma Language, it would ſpeak. 

Queen, Strivenot for Words, my Child ; theſe little drops 
Are far more Eloquent than Speech can be 8 | 
Be pitiful, my Lord ; and thou, my kind 
Diana, ever faithful to thy Queen; 
When I am dead, as ſhortly I thall be, | . 
Take this poor. Babe, and carry't to the King ; 
Its Lips juſt pregnant with its Mother's Fondnels, 
Perhaps hel take her. then into, his Arms ; , 
And tho' the favour were to me deny'd; 
Steal there a Kiſs of mine. ies Pts 
Say, 'tis the laſt Requeſt of Anna Buller 

North, Remove the little Princeſs _- _ 
Toher Apartment, where we ftreight will come. |. 


74 VERIUE Betrayd: Or, 
And wait on her, as is the Queen's Command. | 
Queen. Yet let me. hold her but a-moment longer, 
And with this Kiſs, that now muſt be my laſt, '_ 
Unlock a Secret, which Heav'n dictates to me. _ 
If ere there isa Light that does tranſcend 
Dark, humane Knowledgein the Breaſt of Man, 
Fate to foreſee, there is a Light at Death, | 
And that now bids me ſpeak. Thoy, little Child, EY 
Shalt live to ſee thy Mother's Wrongs o're-paid 
Tn many Bleflings on thy Womans State. 
_ From this dark Calumny, in which I fer, 
ASin a Cloud; thou, like a Star, ſhalt riſe, 
Andawe the Southern World : That holy Tyrant, 
Who binds all Earope with the Yoak of Conſcience, 
Holding his Feet. upon. the Necks of Kings ; 
Thou ſhalt deſtroy, and quite unlooſe his Bonds, 
And lay the Monſter trembling at thy Feet. 
When this ſhall come to paſs, the'World ſhall ſee 
Thy Mothers Innocence reviv'd in thee. | 
os [Ex. Women with the Princeſs Eliz. 
North, Madam! with greater pain to-me than Racks, 
I'm forcd to let you know your Brother's dead : 
And that, alas / you muſt prepare. 
Queen, My Lord'! 
I thank you, you miſtake your noble Office-; 
It is the Voice of Angels to wrong'd Martyrs; 
The ſound of Cherubs trumpetting from Heav'n 
I've heard it ſaid, amongſt our many Ends, 
: Beheading is the mildeſt Death of any. 
If it beſo; I thank my Gracious-Lord : 
 ForTwas never usd to pain——How ſay you? 
North. We cannot wiſh you leſs, ſince y'are to dye. 
And if the Heads-man do as he's commanded, 
"Twill be no more, than *tis to-drop aſleep. 
Queen. My Lord, I've but a little Neck; 
Therefore I hope he'l not repeat his Blow ; 
But do. it, like an Artiſt; atone ſtroke. 
"North, There is no fear. He has-particular Order. 
Queen. Ther-let me go; Heav'n chides my fond delay 
[But tell the King, I fay it asI juſlt = 
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ANNA BULLEN. 
Am going to dye; I both forgive, and bleſs him, 
And thank him as my kindeſt Benefa&tor 
Firſt from an humble Maid he lifted me 
To Honour ; then he took me to his Bed, 
The higheſt State that I could be on Earth ; 
And now, as if he thought he ne're could do 
Enough for me, has mounted me to Heav'n 

North. Mr, Lieutenant on, and lead the way. 
Queen, It'tis no Sin to skip one moment now 
Of what belongs to Heav'n ; let me remember 
Poor Pzercy once—-Here, take this Innocent Kiſs, 
A Tokento you both 'Tis thine and his ——— 
Farewel Diana. Farewell to youall. 

Dian. A long farewell toall our Sexes Glory. 

Queen. Weep not for me ; but hear my dying Sentence. 
Any that ſhall hereafter fall like me. 
Falſly accus'd by wicked Men and Traytors; 
Tho in this World yare great, in Virtue ſtrong ; 
Never Blaſpheme, and fay that Heav'n does wrong ; 
Nor think an undeſerved Deathis hard; 
For Innocence is ſtill its own Reward. | 
And when th' Almighty makes a Saint, ſometimes 
He ads by Contraries, and Villains Crimes, 
Whilſt thus, their Malice always cheated 1s, 
And leads us but the neareſt way to Bliſs. 

[ Exit Queen to Execution, with Northumberland and Guards. 


Enter Piercy alone. 


Pier. I dread the horrid deed is done, or now 
Adoing, elſe what means this ſudden Gloom 
Clad ore the Morning Sky, and all Mankind: | 
All paſs with Horror by, with frighted Looks and Voice 
Lift up to Heav'n, who ſees and hears in vain ; 
Then thake their melancholly heads like Time: 

A general Conſternation ſeizes all, 
As if the Univerſal Empreſs of the World, 
Nature it felf, were fled with Anna Bullen——— 


T% 


VERTUE Betray'd : Or, ; 
Enter a Gentleman with a Hanckerchief flain'd with the Queens 
© Blood. | 


Haſt thou beheld this great Eclipſe of Virtue 2 

Speak, is the Queen Beheaded ? Haſt thou done 

As Icommanded »2 ' T_ 
Gent. Sir, when the fatalblow I ſaw perform'd, 
Swift as a Whirlewind, : through the Crowd I ruil't, 
And, as the Blood from their rich Veſſels drain'd, 

This Linnen with the Sacred Crimſon ſtain'd. 

Pier. G1v't me! and Itave me to my felf a moment. 

Now Sacred Drops, now Heavenly NeCtar, firſt 

Fle kiſs, then pledge you with a Dying Thirſt—— 
What's this! I feel my Soul beat at my Wound, 

And bid me to remember now's the time ; 

Now to let out Life's Navigable Stream, 

And mix it with this moſt Celeſtial Flood, 

Thus, as kind Rivers to their Ocean run. 

Firſt le deſcend by juſt degreesto Earth, - 


Thuson my Knees, and wing my Soul to Heaven, [FKncels. 


Where 4#na Bullen waits her Pzercy's coming ; 
And with this Bloody Sign the Pow'rs implore, 
Like a poor Wretch, Ship-wrackt on ſome Lone-ſhoar, 


I 4 a. IX £ ©: | . 
Who ſpiesa Sail far off, waves *em his Hand 


To come, and waft him from the Barren Land. 


Enter Diana. 


Behold the good' Diava——By thoſe Tears, 


Something of horror 'tis thou haſt to ſay. 
Dian. Alas ! my Lord, what have you done? 

Your Wound does bleed afreſh / | 

Your Looks arealter'd / all thoſe Maſculine Beauties, 

That ſhone in your 1lluſtrious Face, and made 

The nobleſt brave Epitomy of Mankind, 

Are vaniſht on aſudden, and you hang | 

Like a pale Carcaſs ori my trembling Arms—— 

Hah! let me run and call for help——lle fetch 

Your Father, fetch the King. Quick, let me go—— 


Pier. O Bear me toſome horrid Deſart rather, 


_ Where | 
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And ſo are Eſculapins Remedies to me 


_ . At firſt he Frowns, and then begins to Roar. 
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Where naught but Tygers, Wolves, and Panthers breed, 


They are more merciful than King or Parent. 
I feel, like the wrong'd Parrzarch, a deſire 
To do ſome fatal Miſchicf with my End. 


' Stand by me; and Correct me with thy Virtue, 


Elſe I ſhall loſe the Duty of a Son, 
And Subject ; do a raſhneſs to be fam'd for, 
Pull down a Show'r of Curſes on the Heads 
Of this Phi/itim-King, and Cruel Father. 
Dzax. Still, ſtill your looks grow Paler, and your ſtrength 
Decays ! Oh let me call ſomehelp. Who's there? 
Pier. Grief, like a ſubtile Limbeck, by degrees, 
With ſtill Diffuſion quite diſſolves my hearr, 
And ſteals by drops my Blood and Spirits away. 
But firſt Diaza, le be juſt to thee 
I doubt if 1 have ſtrength to riſe again 
| [ She raiſes him upon his Knees, 
My Father made me Vow to be your Husband ; 
If I here die I kneel that you'd forgive me; 
But if I hve, Ple keep my Promiſe to you, | 
. Dian. You Faint, you Sink, you Die; ſome Creature help— 
Pier. Go, ſtrive to Lave the Water of the Sea, 
And Quench the burning xa, *tis 1n vain, 


C 


Look, fee'ſt thou this, as long as I have this, 
|  _[ Shews the Handterchief. 
This here, to waft me o're Deaths dreadful Main, 
I need no Sword, no Poiſon, nor no Pain. 
Dian. Whar's that I ſee? Your Blood 2 Your vital Blood ! 
Pier. Yes! Ofa Heart far Dearer than my own. 
Now, now my Blood, my Crowd of Spirits, all 
Ruſh to behold, and with their Standard fall. | 
Dian, Why ſtand I here, like Marble made of Woe, 
And run not for the Cure of both our Lives ? 
For ſhou'd I ſtay, I ſhall betray my Love | 
In dying with him. , .., 4. ,: [ Exit Diana Runsing. 
Pier. Thus when the Generous Lyon ſees the Blood 
Ot his once Royal Maſter ſhed like this; 
Taking the Lawn, .ſtain'd with Imperial Gore, 
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78 VERTUE Betrayd: Or, 
Laſhes his Sides ; his Fiery Eye-balls rolls, 

and with his awful Voice Revenge he calls ; 
Till finding no Relief, at length He's mute, 
And Weeps, Tears fallingfrom the Kingly Bruite ; 


| Then gently on it, as his Death-bed lies, —Þ 
> And with aGroan, breaks his ſtout Heart, and Dies, [Dtes. , 


Enter Northumberland, a»d Gentlemen. | 


Gentl, He's dead ! Alas, He's dead! Ware come too late ! 
North. Here let me fix till my Gray-Hairs ſhall rot, 
Or turn to Snakes, to Plague this Aged Head; 
And never more be lookt on to upbraid me! 
This is a Puniſhment for what my Eyes | 
Unpitying ſaw ; and now I feel, dear Piercy, | 
Thy Father's Curſes on his own Head turn, 
And thou art bleſt, and I alas, forlorn. 


Enter King, Lords, Attendants, aud Guards. | 


King. Whom mourn'it thou over 2 Whoſe dead Bodys that 2 
North. 'Tis Piercy's: You and all good Men ſhou'd weep, 
For you have loſt a faithful Queen, and I a Son. 
King. Thy Tongue's too bold! Are all the Traitors dead ? 
North, Norris, and Rochford, and th'unhappy Queen, | 
Were all Beheaded in one Fatal Hour ; F | 
Yet all the Traitors are not dead. | | 
King, What mean'ſt thou ? | | 
Say ! Whohas ſcapd? 7 | 
North. The Haughty Blunt, deckt with *1 
Her proudeſt Ornaments of Gold and Jewels, LD | 
Came to behold their Ends upon the Scaffold, 
And faw 'em with a Helliſh Cruelty ; 
Till A»»a Bullen's Head lopp'd from her Body ; 
The brighteſt Ornament of that Perſon fell 
Upon that wretched Womans Knees, as She 
Was ſitting to behold the Diſmal fight: —- 
The Trunkleſs Head with darting Eyes beheld her, 
Making a motion with its Lips to ſpeak, 
"As if they meant t'upbraid her Curſed-Treaſon. 
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When ſtreight the dreadful Accident fo ſtruck her, 
Swift as a Hind ſhe gave a leap, and with 
A ſudden ſhriek, ſhe ſtarted into Madneſs, 
So fierce, that juſt and ſpeedy Death muſt follow ; 
Then uttering ſtrange, and horrid Guilty Speeches, 
In her diſtraction ſhe accus'd her ſelf, 
And Woolſey : Talkt the Queen was Innocent ; 
Saying, the Letters found within her Cloſet 
Were falſe, and placd by them to ruine Her : 
For which her Cruel Ghoſt, ſhe ſaid, did haunt her, 
King, Where is the Traitor Woolſey > 
North, Fled to E/ber. 
King. Go you in Perſon, and ſecure the Villain! 


Many foul Cauſes claim his forfeit Life 


But if I find him Guilty in the leaſt, 

Of a Contrivance with this Curſed Woman; 

(Though the Queen juſtly merited her End) 

Ile Rack his Soul out witha thouſand Tortures. 
North, *Twill be ſome joy to my Revenge and Percy's. 
King. For thy Sons Death, thy King ſhall be a Mourner- 

Now Heav'a vouchſafe to Pardon till this time, 

WhatI by Sycophants Advice have done, 

T will be Abſolute, and Reign alone: 

For where's a Stateſman fam'd for juſt and wile-; 

But makes our Failings, ſtill, his aim to Riſe 2 

If Subjects thus their Monarchs Wills reſtrain ; 


*Tis they are Kings; for them we idly Reign: 


Then Ple firſt break the Yoak ; this Maxim ſtil 

ſhall bemy Guide (4 Prince can do no 1] |) 

In ſpite of Slaves, his Genius let him truſt ; 

For Heav'n neere made a King, but made him juſt. 
[ Exennt omnes. 
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k 'F T7 -/, Sirs Tour kind Opinion wow, 7 pray, 
Of this our neither Whig nor TorysPlay; © 


Is not yet drain'd to ſuch a low extream:' 
To abuſe one Party with a Carſed Play, .- 
And Brite the other for a large third Day: 
| Like Gladiators then; you ſtreight refort ; 
= And Crowd to make your Nero-Pattion-ſport, 
1, But what's more ſtrange, that Men of ſenſe ſhou'd do it | 
For Worrying one'another, Paythe'Poet ro 1 © 1 
So Butchers at a Baiting, take delight, 
For him that keeps the Bears, to Roar and Fight ; 
Both Friends and Foes, ſuch Authors make their Game, 
Who have your Money, that was ultthetr Ayme + (> » 
No matter for the Play, nor for their Wit, *': 
The better Parce is Atted in the Pit. 
Both Parties to be cheatet; well agree ; 
And ſwallow any Nonſenſe,' ſoit be ©. 
With Fattion fac'd, and guilt with Loyalty. | 
Here's ſuch a Rout with Whig atng and with Torying, 
That you neg/eil your dear-lov'd' + of Whoring : 
The Viſor-mask, that venturd her Half-Crown, 
Finding no hopes but here to be undone. 
Like a Caſt Miſtreſs, paſt her dear-delight, 
Turns Godly ſtreight, and goes to Church in ſpite ; 
And does not doubt, fince you are grown ſo felle 
To find more Cullies in a Conventicle. 
 Weon the Stage' ſtand tiÞ, and are content, 
' Toſee you Alt what we ſhould Repreſent. 
Tou uſe us like the Women that you Woe ; 
Tou make us ſport, and Pay us for it too. 
Well, ware reſolv'd that in our next Play-Bill, 
To Print at large a Tryal of your Skill ; 
And that frve- hundred Monſters are to fight, : | 


Then more will run to ſee ſo ſtrange a ſight, 
Than the Morocco, or the Muſcovite. 


FINIS fe 


4 « os "N 4k : 
: LO % * , © (GP Aa HO hs Ronen a _ 
. _ 


To blow ſuch Coales our Conſcious Mufe denies; 
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